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PREFACE. 


adh ig HE Epigram is a fpecies of poetry 
5 T o%% calculated for the amufement of eve- 

St ry feafon of life; but, as the fpright- 
linefs and brevity, effential to this fort of com- 
pofitions, render them more peculiarly adapted 
to captivate the attention of youth, than the fe- 


rious and folemn beauties of the fublimer bran-’ 


ches. of poetry; nothing ought to be admitted 
into a collection of this kind, that may endan- 


ger the morals, vitiate the tafte, oreven’debafe’ ~ 


the language of young people: But whoever 
has perufed the collections of epigrams alresdy 


extant, will be convinced, that to exhibit fome-' 
thing more perfect of the kind is, by no means, 


“a prefumptuous or an unfeafonable under-'. 


taking. 


As Tus 


eg The PREFACE 


Tue two volumes publithed near fifty years 
fince, tho’ they contain moft of the bett epi- 
‘grams written by the wits of the preceding age, - 

yet the flowers are intermingled with fuch a 
wildernefs of thorns and brambles, from the 
negligent and unpolifhed rhymers of the laft 
ceritury, that few people will think of travel- 
ling for pleafure through a country where the 
beauties of nature are fo thinly fcattered: And, 
as for the late farrago’s of this kind, the great- 
er part of them, one may venture to fay, are’ 
an abfurd mixture of low humour, dulnefs, and. 
obfcenity. : 


Te, compiler of the prefent volume, how-) 
ever, does not pretend to have executed his: 
plan with unexceptionable accuracy and judg-. 
ment; bur has endeavoured, at leaft, to furs 
-nifh out an inxocent, and, he hopes, not an iz-: 
Jpid entertainment for the younger clafs of rea- 
ders: And offers to the public fuch a collec- 
tion of little poems, as a faithful tutor may 
fafely put into the hands of his papi/, ora vir-! 
tous matron recommend to: her innocent: 
ye Sie | : 


4% 


As 


The PREFACE, | xi 


As the moft ftriking thoughts, iideedts are 
the moft eafily retained, many of the beft epi- 
grams have been the moft frequently repeated 
in company ; and will, of courfe, appear /rife. 
to people much converfant in the world: And, 
in fuch a variety of little pieces as conftitute . 
this mifcellany, the judicious reader muft ex- 
pect to meet with fome lefs perfect in their kind, 
But tho’, among the following epigrams, there 
may be fome lefs fprightly than others, yet the 
editor flatters himfelf, that very few will be 
found with fo much of the drone in their com- 
pofition, as to be thought intirely without a 
fling. 5 


But, tho’ the imagination of youth is natus 
rally pleafed with variety; yet the mind does not 
love to be interrupted in its train of thinking, 
and fhifted about continually from ferious so 
ludicrous’ objects ; from panegyric to fatyr ; 
from a moral reflection to a lively jeft or amo- 
rous expoftulation, ‘The editor, therefore, has 
endeavoured to reduce that chaos, which reigns - 
in moft of the mifcellaneous collections of this 

A 6 kinds 


xu The PREFACE. 

kind, into fome little order and regularity, un- 
der the following Heads, viz. panegyrical, fa- 
tyrical, amorous, moral, humorous, monu- 
mental. This, however, is rather a convenient 
diftribution than a methodical divifion: Nei- 
ther will he pretend to fay, that every particu- 
Tar epigram is ftrictly reducible to either of thefe 
denominations ;—but a greater number of fub- 
divifions would have introduced that confufion 
which it was his endeavour to prevent. 


f ‘As the compiler was visti to compofe 
his Feftoon, or Anthology, intirely of borrow- 
ed flowers, he has ventured to add fome few 
original epigrams (in which rank he would in- 
clude new tranflations from the Greek or Latin) 
ihe novelty of which, he modeftly hopes, will 
in fome meafure atone for their prefuming to 
appear in much better company. 


N.B. The Mufes are of no party. 
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EPI GRAM: 


| one T YMOLOGY, though it difcovers 
— us the original meaning of a word, 

BN yet it feldom gives us a true idea of the 
Sere popular ufe of it. The word Epigram) — 
however, ‘in its prefent acceptation, differs’ but litclé 
from the fenfe in which it was ufed by the ancient — 
Greek writers. It fignifies, properly, an im/cription ; 
and was applied by them to thofe fhort, and, frequents 
ly, poetical infcriptions, made ufe of upon tombs or 
ftatues, temples, trophies, or other public ftructures, 
facred to their Gods or to their Heroes. . Brevity, 
therefore, and fimplicity, were effential: properties in 
thefe infcriptions ; not only on account of their pub- 
lic 
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lic fituation, but from a principle of convenience; om 
account of the hardnefs of the materials (brafs or mar~ 
ble) on which they were ufually engraved. 

This fimplicity is obfervable in many of the moft 


ancient Greek epigrams, which are preferved to us in ~ 


their Anthologies, or collections, made by the ancient 
grammarians: And appeared fo infipid to the French 


_ poet Malherbe, that, upon tafting fome foup maigre 


at a nobleman’s table; he didphertd to a friend, who 
was a great admirer of the Greek fimplicity : “& Voila’ 
“ la potage ala Greque, s’il en fut jamais! ¢ This. 
* is foup in the Greek tafte with a vengeance which 
was afterwards applied proverbially, amongft the 
French. critics,.to any taftelefs Decrees either-in. 
verfe or profe. 


. But, though the moderns have fufficiently departed 
from this primitive fimplicity in their compofitions of 
this kind, yet the definition of a true epigram will al- 
ways. be the fame: ‘* That it is a fhort poem, exhi- 
*¢ biting one fingle view of any fubjeé, exprefled in 
$¢ a concife and concluded in a forcible manner.” 


According to this definition, though fome ftriking 


‘thought, or poignancy of expreffion, is neceflary to 


conftitute an epigram, yet thofe forced conceits, ftu- 
died points, or what are now called the epigramma- 
tic turns,—feem by no means effential to it :—Nay,, 
ainlefs they arife as from: the fubje&,. they are 
_confidered, 

2 


\ 
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éonfidered, by the beft critics, as vicious excrefeencesy 
or, rather, as’ ridiculous affectations. 

And, indeed, the rules which are laid down fot 
good writing in general, are equally applicable to a 
complete performance of this kind. Truth is the bafis 
of all wit: No thought can be beautiful that is not 
jut. No ambiguity therefore, jingle of words, forced’ 
conceit, or outrageous hyperbole, are, /iridtly /peaking, 
anymore compatible with the-perfection of this, than 
with that of any other cree of poetry : 


“© Truth msi factor) and regulate our didlion, 
8S In: all we write; nay, muft give laws to AGiteel 


The dificulty of writing a perfect epigram, rots 
appeared fo confiderable, to a great wit of the laft age, 
that he did not feruple to declare (ridiculoufly enough} 
** that oS ee as difficult a performance as an epic 
« poem.” All that could really be meant by fuch an 
affertion, however, is, that an epigram. muft be as 
perfect in its kind as the “ Iliad,” or ‘¢ the Paradife 
loft.” An epic poem comnprehends but one intire ac- 
tion ; an epigram but one principal thought : The 
fame unity of defign, the fame regular difpofition. of 
parts, the fame tendency to one point, are required i in 
a complete epigram as in an epic poem. 

- But however, though there is, ftriGly fpeaking, 
but one fpecies of true wit ; and that muft be efteem- 
_ed'the-moft-perfe& kind of epigrams, where fimplicity 


xvi | Aw ESSAY ow tHe’: 
and juftnefs of thought prevail; yet it muft be granted 
likewife, that there are many (perhaps the greateft 


number of epigrams both ancient and modern) which 


give us great pleafure upon lefs rigid principles. "And; 
unlefs the majority of readers could be fuppofed to con- 
fift of philofophers and critics, we fhall never prevail 
upon every man, thati is capable of writing an epigram, 
to. confine hirnfelf to: the fevere rules eftablifhed: by 


Bouhours, Addifon, H—d, or Boileau.  Befidess itis 


in vain to argue againft the fenfations of mankind = 
A ftriking antithefis, an happy allufion, an humorous 
expreffion, or even a pleafant ambiguity, will ftrike us 
with an agreeable furprife, and extort a laugh from the 
moft rigid advocate for propriety and truth. Ona 
grave or moral fubject, indeed, the leaft appearance of 
levity, or tendency. to 4 pun or jingle, may be as of- 
fenfive as the intrufion ‘of an impertinent wag in the 
mid{t of a ferious or ‘friendly converfation : But, upon 
lefs folemn occafions, 1 that ftridt feverity may a admit of 
fome relaxation. : 

~The modern critics * have been Prvntt puzzled to . 
account for Tully’ s approbation, and Plutarch’s cen- 
fure, of a celebrated witticifm in an. ancient Greek - 
hiftorian ; who accounts for the burning the temple of 

jana, on the night that Alexander was born, by fup- 
pofing that the Boadels was engaged in her obftetric 
empacity at the birth of ye great an hero. This Tully, 


* Vide Pearce’ $ Longinus, P- 138, and Cic, de Nat. veils La, 
as 
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_as that. kind of falfe wit was not intirely exploded in. 
his age, applauds.as an ingenious conceit. . Plutarch, | 


on the other hand, condemns it with the utmoft feve- 
rity: But, what is remarkable, he has himfelf been 
guilty of a mere quibble, whilft he was ridiculing the 
hiftorian’s puerility ; and fays, that fo ‘* frigid a con- 
ceit” was enough of itfelf to extingui/h the fire which 
he defcribes. : 

Now, all that can be faid for Plutarch, is,-that, in 
order to exprefs his contempt of the author whom he 
cenfures, he treats him in his own way, and gives him 

pun for pun. And this, I think, will explain in what 
cafes this fpecies of falfe wit is allowable : When we 


would expofe any folly, impertinence, or affectation, ” 
perhaps we cannot do it in’ too ludicrous terms, as, the, 


lefs ftudied our wit appears, the more exprefflive it is of 


our contempt : It is like treating a man with the dif- - 


cipline of the cane or horfe-whip, whom we think be- 


neath our refentment at the more ferious weapons of 


fword or piftol. 


-T fpeak this of the loweft kind of ambiguity, or falfe. 


wit, which is but one remove froma pun or quibble: 
But there is another fpecies, which I cannot think in- 
confiftent with our notions of true wit; I mean, when 


a word is applied to two different things, in two dif-" 
ferent fenfes; in both of which it is true; that is, in 


the figurative and in the literal acceptation. 


1 apight produce numberlefs examples from the mo-- 


dern 
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derm poets ;° but fhall take one even from a Greck epi= 
grani, as a more venerable authority : 


Eig. tareew xréailuv. 
Die prrcexincrs "Pédwy varpagh Dy regaibas sete y 
Tarra os wove’ aie % dine pods 9a 


On a pilfering Quack. | 


oh ee Colfut takes off, by dint af frill, 
‘* Bach bodily difafler : 
‘© But takes off fpoons, without a Pe - 
“ Your plate without a plaifter.” 


Now, it miay be as true, in the literal fenfe, that /uch a 
doctor takes off fpoons, as that his- phyfic, in a figura- 
tive fenfe, takes off a fever: And this forms an anu- 
thefis, or oppofition, which gives the reader both de- 
light and furprife, agreeably to the definition of one. 
Species of wit.. Nay, further, as this: fort of ambi~: 
guity will generally fland Mr. Addifon’s teft, of being. 
tranflated into. different languages, I cannot: but think 
it an happinefs of expreffion in thefe more ludicrous. 
performances; for no one can imagine I would plead 
for any indulgence of this kind, in any ferious or tender , 
compofition, even of the lefler branches. of poetry. 

Yet a great French critic finds nothing to fhock his 
underftanding in the following compliment of an old 
French poet to Mary de Medicis ; 

. | & Feed 
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= Feed on, my flocks, feed void of care 5 
if Lhe you fhould eat the meadows bare, 
“© Maria comes ; and, where fhe treads, — 
ec Frefb faw'rs, Wuissinsine: pains the meads.” 


** According to the fabulous fyftem, fays he, floitéte 
‘¢ fpring up beneath the feet of goddefles and heroines $+ 
‘« and therefore, though the fa& be falfe, yet it is\a: 
ai falfhood fo well eftablifhed, as to have the airof 
“ truth.” But certainly nothing can be more ridicu=> 
lous, than to argue thus from the figurative to the li-: 
teral. fenfe of the words; and the poor flocks would* 
‘be in bad. plight, that. fhould have nothing to feed» 
upon but thefe ideal paftures and metaphorical flowers. ' 
—In fhort, in any ludicrous performance, this {pecies 
of falfe wit may be confidered as counters at cards, 
which ferve well enough to play with, whilft they are- 
paffed as fuch; but a man that fhould put off a coun- 
ter in ferious traffic, or a pun in a ferious difcourfe, 
would be confidered as a. cheat in one cafe, and de 
thoroughly ridiculous in the other*. : 
There is another fource of humour, upon whith 
the whole merit.of many modern epigrams depends ; 
which is their alluding either to fome well-known pro- | 
verb, or to fome celebrated paflage, either in hiftory 
of ancient ‘mythology ; ; or, what is too common, even , 
to fome text of the Sacred writings. Thefe forts of al- 


* See this point accurately difcuffed in Mr, Hurd’s is rain is 
wees? the Epift. to Auguftus,—p. 61. 
lufions. 


_ 
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\ 


lufions give the reader the fame agreeable furprife ag 
the lucky application of a motto xcfkomn am ancient 
claffic. | 

How far the laft kind of aufisne are defenfible, E\ 
will not prefume to determine: However, where no — 
religious opinion is ridiculed, or prophanely applied, 
the mere antique phrafe, though it is often ftupidly, | 
yet may. perhaps be innocently enough introduced. ia 

‘Thus, for inftance,; when Mr. Pope, the moft de- 
cent poet of any age, fpeaks of thofe wretched vota- 
ries of dulnefs, who, for the precarious reward of li- 
terary fame, undergo the aufterities of martyrs and 
confeflors; he aye in allufion to one of the beati~ 
tudes, 3 | - 


'& Who hunger and who thirft—for _feribbling Jake? on. 


Here, though he makes free with the Scripture'ex- 
preffion, yet he is fo far from ridiculing the dodirine’ 
contained in it, that he rather fuppofes our obligation 
ta do that.“¢ for righteoufne/s’ fake,” which: ieee iets : 
mers do for “¢ /cribbling fake *.” 
‘But, as a witty eleredl has seibanced! “ God’s — 
judgment againft punning,” as well as againft pro-’ 
phanenefs, I would by no means plead for either; but 


‘© The ridicule in a Parody does not fall on the paflage allue 
«ded to, but on the perfon to whom it is applied 5” jas is very in= 
génioufly obferved in a note on ver. 40%, b. ii, of the later edi- 
tions of the Dunciad.. . 7 

+ Swift. 


a,& 


i 


only 
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only endeavour'to account for the propenfity which 
many fenfible and decent men have difcovered to bs 
pleated with levities of this fort, by fhewing, that there 
are fome kinds of them not inconfiftent either wit 
true wit or genuine piety. 

As to the length of an epigram, a great French cri- 
tic feems to limit it to a diftich, or two lines; as fome 
Dutch poets have extended itto as many pages. ‘The 
modern practice, however, for which the authority of 

* Martial: might in many epigrams be pleaded, feems 
to have determined, That, provided one principal 
thought be uniformly purfued to.a point through the 
Rynate a poem of any reafonable length may be confi- 
‘dered as an epigt am. On this account, at leaft, Ihave 
ventyred to infos two or three copies of a more than 
Belgic prolixity, where one thought prevails through 
the whole-~as I have rejected others chiefly for the 
want of that fimplicity. | 

A fmoothnefs of veriification eras fo meaty t in 
thefe fmaller compofitions, that I am almoft inclined 
to apply ferioufly Priox’s ironical conceffion, 


That ** rhyme with reafon may difpenfe, 

s¢ And found has right to govern fenfe.” 
At leat the beft fenfe, and moft witty conceit in the 
| world, will give little pleafure if disfigured we bat 


* He has one, upon the *€ Villa Fauftini,” cf 42 usa 
many * 30 and upwards. 


| rhymes, | 
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rhymes, or by the diflonance of unmufical verfification. 
In larger works, fome little roughnefs or inequality 
may be more. pardonable ; but, in thefe diminutive 
pieces, the leaft inaccuracy, like a faw in a diamond, 
intirely deftroys its value. “ 

An efflay upon fong-writing, publithed in ‘the Guar- 
dian, makes the whole difference between a fong and 
an-epigram to confift. in’ the fubject only: That an 
-epigram is ufually employed upon fatyrical occafions ; 
and that the bufinefs of the fong is chiefly to exprefs 

“¢ Love's pleafing cares, and the free joys of wine.” 


- But, if I might venture to differ from fo diftinguifhed 
a-writer, I fhould rather fay, That, whatever the fub- 
ject be, tenderne/s of fentiment and an impaffioned ex- 

“preffion are eflential to a fong; as the ufually narra- 
tive ftyle of ‘an epigram feems incompatible with the 

. foft raptures of mufic. How ridiculous muft it be ta 

) hear a Frenchman quavering out 


“ Tu parles mal par tout de Moy, 
“6 Fe dis du bien par tout de toy.” 
© Thou fpeakeft always ill of mes 
© I fpeak always well of thee.’ 


Which tranflation of an epigram from Buchanan *, was 
a fayourite fong in France: As, on the contrary, the 
tender fentiments and plaintive ftyle of a lover appear 
inconfiftent with the ftudied turns of an epigram—for 


® Imitated from the Greek, 
© TVhe 
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<< Who can chufe but pity 
“<4 dying fwain Jo miferably witty 2” 


If we inquire, at laft, into the utility of the epi- 
gram, I fhould think it fufficient to fay of this, as of 
poetry in general, that it is at leaft an innocent amufe- 
ment to young people; and perhaps they might re- 
ceive the fame advantage to their ftyle in writing, and 
to their manner of exprefling themfelves in converfa- 
tion, from being accuftomed to the force and concife- 
nefs peculiar to an epigram, as it is allowed they gene- 
_ rally do, to their way of thinking and reafoning, from 
_ the clofe method of argumentation eflential to mathe- 
matical writings. 

But further ; I think an epigram may be confider- 
ed, according to the moft general divifion, either as a 
fatyr in miniature, or as a panegyric in epitome ; and 
_ may, like thofe more important branches of poetry, 
_ be employed to encourage the practice of virtue by ap- 
plaufe, or deter from vice by cenfure and ridicule : 
And, as many of them contain fome precept of mora- 
lity; recommended to the fancy by a concife {pirited 
manner of expreffion, they are eafily, learned in our 
youth, and ufually retained for life. 

If we may judge, however, from the practice of Mar- 
tial, and the beft writers of epigram, it feems to be its 
chief province to regulate the ‘* petits mceurs,” the 
little decencies of behaviour ; and to ridicule affecta- 
tion, vanity, and impertinence, and other offences 

againkt 
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againft good fenfe and good breeding. But we fhould 
always remember, that both this, and every other fpe + 
cies of raillery, ought itfelf to be regulated by the 
— ftrigteft rules of humanity and benevolence. No na- 
tural defect, or unavoidable infirmity, ought on any 
account to be expofed; much lefs fhould any thing 
facred, or truly laudable, be made the object of our 
ridicule: For every poet fhould be able to fay, with 
Mr. Pope, 


“< Curs’d be the verfe, how well foe’er it flow, 
“ That tends to make one worthy man my foe ; 
“<<. Give virtue fcandal, innocence a fear, 


«© Or frem the Joft-eyd virgin fieal a tear.” 


Yet we may certainly exempt, from this general rule, 
fuch harmlefs fallies of wit, upon thofe peculiarities of 
temper, or even upon thofe oddities of perfon, where 
the fubject of our raillery may himfelf join in the laugh ; 

as, I dare fay, the plump gentleman did, who we 
pointed out in this well-known diftich : 


“© When Tadloe treads the fireets, the paviors ery, ~ 
“© God blefs you, Sir, and lay their rammers by.” 
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FROM THE GREEK, 
On Plutarch’s Statue. 
By Mr. Dryden. 


YISE, honeft Plutarch / to thy deathlefs praife, 
‘The fons of Rome —this grateful ftatue rai : 
For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame have fhar’d, 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar’d. 
But shou thy/elf couldit never write thy own ; 
Their lives had. Sg tak: thine has none. 


1% BR Ge Rofo MSeeewien 
| On the Death of Dr. Friend; 
Imitated from the Greek. 


HEN Radcliffe fell, affi&ted phyfck cried, 

«© How vain my pow’r ?” and languifh’d at his fide, 
When Friend expir'd, deep-ftruck, her hair fhe tore, 
And fpeechlefs fainted and teviv'd no more. 
Her flowing grief no farther could extend— . 
She wrourn’d with Radcliffe, but the died with Friend. 


On Homer. 


TILL in our ears Andromache complains, 
S And ftill in view the fate of Troy remains ; 
Still Ajax fights ; fill Hedfor’s drage” d along ; - 
Such Arange enchantment dwells in Homer’s fong : 
Whofe birth could more than one poor realm adorn, _ 
For—all the world is proud, that 4e was born. 


On Menander. 


ae HE very bees, O fweet Menander, hung, 
To tafte the mufe’s {pring upon thy tongue : 
The very graces made the fcenes you writ 

Their happy point of fine expreflion hit: 

Thus flill you live ; you make your Athens thine, 
And raife her glory to the fkies in thine. 


** On a Picture of Philoctetes. 


By Perrhafius.—From Mr. Webb's admirable — ” 
upon Painting. 


R A WN by Perrhafius, asin perfon view’d, 
Sad Philo&etes feels his pains renew’d, 
In his parch’d eyes the deep funk tears exprefs 
His endlefs milery, his dire diftrefs. 
We blame thee, painter, tho’ thy {kill commend ; 
*’DPwas time his fufferings with himfelf fhould end. 
On 
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On the Statue of Niobe. 
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E- O ftone the gods have chang’d her—but in vain— 


The fculptor’s art has made her breath again. 


On the Statue of Venus by Praxiteles. 


NCHISES, Paris, and Adonis too 
Have feen me naked, and expos’d to view: 
All thefe I freely own, ’tis paft denying— 
But where has this Praxiteles been prying ? 


Cn the Statue of Alexander. 
A a HE fculptor’s art can brafs with life infpire, 


Shew Alexander’s features and his fire : 
The ftatue feems to fay, with up-cait eye, 
Beneath: my rule the globe of earth fhall lie ; 
Be tou, O Jove, contented with thy fky. 


- 


t 


ae 


From the Latin of Martial. 
“Lib. 1 Epig. 9. by Mr. Hay. 


ene an a 


| HAT you; like Thrafea, or like Cato, great, | 


Purfue their maxims, but decline their fate ; 
Nor rathly point the dagger to your heart ;” 
~ More to my wifh you act the Roman's part. 
I like not him, who fame by death retrieves : 
Give me the man, who merits praife, and lives. 


Epig. 40. by the fame. 


WT S there a friend, like thofe diftinguith’d few, 
_ 4 f Renown’d for faith, whom former ages knew ; 
Polith’d by art, in every fcience wife ; 
Truly fincere, and good ge difeuife ; 
2 
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“* Is there, who right maintains, and truth purfues, 
*¢ Nor knows a wifh that heaven can refufe? 

<< Is there who can on his great felf depend ?”?— 

I 4ow indeed, but dare not zame that friend. 


From Martial. 


HEN all the blandithments of life are gone, 
‘The coward creeps to death —The brave lives on, 


Ep. 43. by Mr. Hay. 


HEN Porcia heard, with grief, ker lord was dead ; 
. And the ftoln dagger fought in vain; fhe faid, 
«* Think ye the means are wanting to expire? 
«¢ Are you fo ill-inftruéted by my fire ?? 
The burning coals then greedily devour’d ; 
And cried, ‘* unkind attendants! feep the {word ”” 


Lib. 4. Ep. 87. cera 
By Dr. Hoadley---to ‘fames Harris, E/q. 


OULDST thou, by Attic tafte approv’d, 
_ By all be read, by all be lov’d; 
'To Jearned Harris’ curious eye, 
By me advis’d, dear mufe, apply. 
In him the learned judge you'll find, 
In him, the candid friend, and kind. 
If he repeats, if he approves, 
If he the laughing mufcles moves, 
Thou nor the critic’s fneer fhalt mind, 
Nor be to pies’or trunks confign’'d. 
If he condemns, away you fly, 
And mount in paper kites the fky, | t 
Or, dead, ’mongft Grub-ftreet’s records lie. 


Lib. 
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Lib. VI. Ep. 15. 


Drop of amber, from the weeping plant, 
Fell, unexpected, and embalm’d an ant: | 
The little infect, we fo much contemn, 
Is, from a worthlefs ant, become a gem. 


tn 
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From Martial. 


. Handfome treat, a piece of gold or-fo, 
And compliments, will every friend beftow : 
But who alas! can hope a friend to meet, 
That lays his_laurels at inferior feet, | 
And yields the tendereft point of honour, wit ? 


On God’s Omnipotence. 


W HEN Egypt’s hoft God’s chofen tribe purfu’d, 
: In cryftal walls th’ admiring waters ftood : 
When thro’ the dreary walte they took their way, 
The rocks relented, and pour’d forth a fea. 
‘What limits can th’ Almighty goodnefs know, 
If feas can harden, and # rocks can flow ! 


Under the Statue of Edward VI. at St. Thomas’s 
ee Hofpital.- 
N Edward’s brow no laurels caft a fhade, 
Nor at his feet are warlike fpoils difplay’d: 
Yet here, fince firft his bounty rais’d the pile, 
The lame grow attive, and the languid {mile : 
See this, ye chiefs, and, ftruck with envy, pine, 
-'To kill is brutal, but to fave, divine. | “i 


To King Charles I. on his Navy.” 
| By Mr. Waller. 


-HOULD nature’s felf invade the world again, - | 
). And o’er the center {pread the liquid mainy- 
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‘Thy power were fafe—and her deftruétive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command : 
"Thy dreadful feet would ftyle thee Lord of all, 
And rife in triumph o’er the drowned ball. 


To King James the Ild in his firft Year. } 
By Lord Lanfdown. 


H O” train’d in arms, and learn’d in martial asts, 
Thou chufeft not to conquer men, but hearts ; 

Expeéting nations for thy triumphs wait, 

But thou prefer’{t the namé of juf to great. 

‘O} could the ghofts of mighty heroes dead te 

Return on earth, and quit th’ E/y/fan thade ! 

Brutus to Fames would truk the people’s caufe, 

Thy jufice is a ftronger guard than aws— 

Marius and Sylla would refign to thee, 

‘Nor Cellar and great Pompey rivals be ; 

Or rivals only, who fhould beft obey, 

_fAnd Cato give his voice for regal fway. 


To the Author of the foregoing. 
By Mr. Waller. i 


N early plant, which fuch a bloffom bears, 
And fhews a genius, thus beyond his years 5 
A judgment that could make fo fair achoice 
So high a fubje& to employ his voice ; 
Still as it grows, how fweetly will he fing 
“The growing greatnefs of our matchlefs ting { 


On the Death of King William. 


ATN Greece confult no more, or haughty Rome, 

For worth or virtue; view this royal tomb: . 
Beneath whofe fhade more facred duft is wept, ; 
Than in their urns or temples ever iflept. 


— Ca/far 
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€zfar had courage, but the tyrant’s name, 

And Rome enflav’d, obfcur’d the warrior’s fame. 
Cato had henaur; but the dagger, near, 

When dangers prefs’d, betray’d the patriot’s fear. 
His triumphs one by dire oppreffion gain’d ; 

And one his virtues by his weaknefs itain’d : 
Britain’s lov’d king did with each Roman vie, 

As fond of freedom ; as refolv’d to die; 
Without his guilt did Czfar’s laurels wear, 

And boafted Cato’s fame, without his fear. 


Infcription for a Fountain, adorned with the 
_ Statue of Queen Anne, and the chief Rivers 
of the World round it, 


By Mr. Prior. 


e ? . 
E aétive ftreams, where-e’er your waters flow, 
@ Let diftant climes and fartheft nations know, — 
What ye from Y4ames and Danube have been taught, 
How ane commanded, and how Marlb’ro’ fought. 


To the Prince, 
On bis Appearing at the Fire in Spring-Garden, 1716. 


HY guardian, bleft Britannia! -{corns to fleep, | 
When the fad fubjects of his father weep! . 
Weak princes, by their fears, increafe diftrefs ; 
He faces danger, and thus makes it lefs. 
Tyrants on blazing towns may {mile with joy, 
He knows to /ave is greater than defray. 


On the Death of King George.» > 


‘ NOMMERCE and peace reftor’d, each fea his own, 
X_u Europe's prond itates all bending to his throne, 
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Aufiria reduc’d, and humbled haughty Spain, 
Vorc’d'to refign her title to the main! | 

iberia’s Power by her own forts enflav’d, 

Philip repulsed, Gibraltar nobly fav'd. 

What could he more follicit of the fky?— 

ju in the fulnefs of his fame—to die. 


To Charles Granville, Lord Lanfdown, on the 
Bombarding the Town of Granville in Nor- 
mandy—which had the Granville Arms on 

. one of the Gates of the City. 


7 < HOSE arms, which now for centuries had brav’d 
The wrath of time on antique ftone engrav’d, | 
‘Tho’ torn by mortars, ftand yet undefac’d, 
On nobler trophies by thy valour rais’d. 
-* Safe on thy eagle’s wings they foar, above, i 
The rave of war or thunder to remove, 
Borne by the bird of Cefar and of Jove. 


To Mr. Poyntz, on his Picture. 
By Lord Lyttleton. 


~ UCH isthy form, O Poyntz! but who fhall find. 

A hand or colours to exprefs thy mind? 

A mimd unmov’d by every vulgar fear, 

In a falfe world that dares to be fincere; 

Wife without art; without ambition great ; 

‘Tho’ firm, yet pliant; active, tho’ fedate ; 

With all the richeft ftores of learning fraught ; 

Yet better {till by native prudence taught 5 

That, fond the griefs of the diftrefs'd to heal, 

Can pity frailties it could never feel; ~ Tit 


* He was created a count of the empire; the family arms-to be 
borne for ever on the brcaft of the Imperial {pread eagle. a7 
That, 
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That, where misfortune fu’d, ne’er fought to know, 
What fect, what party, whether friend or foe: 
That fix’d on equal virtue’s temperate laws, 
Defpifes calumny, and fhuns applaufe : 

That, to his own perfections fingly blind, 
Would—for another-—think this praile defign’d. 


To Mr. Weft, at Wickham. 
fi, By the fame 


F AIR nature’s fweet fimplicity, 
With elegance refin’d, 

Well in thy /eat, my friend, I fee, 
But better in thy mind. 

'To both from courts and all their ftate, 
Eager I fly, to prove 

Joys far above a courtier’s fate, 
Tranquillity and love. 


On the Temple of Englifh Worthies at Stow; 


' MON G thefe chiefs of Britifh race, 
Who live in breathing ftone, 
Why has not Cobham’s buft a place ?— 
The ttructure was his own. 


On Milton. 
By Mr. Dryden. 


H REE poets, in three diftant ages born, 
. Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
The firft in loftinefs of thought furpafs’d, 
‘The next in majefty; in both the laft. 
The force of nature could no farther go—- 
To make a third, fhe join’d the other two, 
Bs On 
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‘On Shakefpear’s Monument, at Stratford upon 
Avon. yee 
By Mr. Seward. 


REAT Homer’s birth fev’n rival cities claim, 
Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame ; 
Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 
His wond’rous worth ; what Egypt could heftow, 
With all the ichools of Greece and Afa join’d, 
Enlarg’d th’ immenie expanfion of his mind. 
Nor yet unrival’d the Maouian ftrain, 
"The * Britz/ eagle and the Martuan fwan 
Tow’r equal heights. But, happie» Stratford, thou 
With incontefted laurels deck thy brow 3” 
Thy bard was thine unfchool’d, and from thee broughs, 
More than all Egysr, Greece, or 4fa taught. 
Not Homer’s felf fuch matchlefs honours won $ 
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shake/pear none. 


| To a Lady— 
Allied to the Royal Family. 


HE powerful name, whofe princely meaning fhews, 
From what high fpring your biood’s rich current 
flows, a 
_ With needlefs awe reminds us of your race, 
Since heaven has ftamp’d dominion on your face. 
Still in your fovereign form diftinétly live 
AlLroyal rights your father- kings could give, 
In your commanding air, we mark their flate 5 
Jn your {weet words, their wifdom and their weight; 
Warm in your generous breaft, their courage lies, 
And all their pow’r and mercy in your eyes, 


® Miltom, 
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On Mifs Biddy Eloyd. 
| By Dr. Swift. 
W HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 


_To form fome beauty by a new receipt 5 
ty fent and found, far in a country fcene, 
ruth, innocence, good nature, look ferene: 
From which ingredients, firf the dextrous boy ~ 
Pick’d the demure, the aukward, and the coy. 


‘The graces from the court did next provide ae the: 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride: | 
Thefe Venus cleans’d from every fpurious grain, -~ © } 
Of nice, coquet, affeéted, pert, and vain : ie 


Jove mix’d up all, and his beft clay employ’d, 
Then call’d the happy compofition, Floyd. 


To an Englith Lady at Paris. 


W HIL ST haughty Gal/ia’s dames, that {pread 

< Over their pale cheeks an artful red, _ + at) 
Beheld this beauteous ftranger there, 

In native charms, divinely fair— \ 
Confufion in their looks they fhow’d, hi. } 
And with anborrow’d bluthes glow’d. 


On Mrs. Barbiere’s firft Appearance on. the 


Stage. * 
» Y O pleafure now from Nicolini’s tongue, sy 
Tn vain he itrives to move us with his fong> . .., 


On a fair Syren we have fix’d our choice, 
And wait with longing ears for Bardiere’s voice : 
When, lo! the nyjnph, by bathful awe betray’d, 
Her faulvring tongue denies her looks its hy ay 
But, fo much innocence adorns her fears, > 
And with fuch grace her ni at wears, 0004 “4 
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By her diforder, all her charms increafe, 
And, had fhe better fung, fhe’d pleas’d us /f. 


A Flower painted by Varelft. 


HE N fam’d Vare/f this little wonder drew, . 
Flora vouchfaf’d the growing work to view ; 
Finding the painter’s fcience at a ftand, ’ 
The goddefs fnatch’d the pencil from his hand, 
And, finithing the piece, the fmiling faid, 
Behold one work of mine, which ne’er fhall fade. 


On Flowers embroidered by a young Lady. 


“S HIS charming bed of flow’rs when Flora {py’d, 
By Flavia’s needle wrought; enrag’d hhe cry’d:. . 
Still to be vanquifh'd by her is my doom ; 
Mine early fade, but 4er’s fhall ever bloom ; 
Bloom like her face; that ftings me to the heart; | 
Surpafs’d iz beauty, as excelld in art. | 


On a little Houfe built by a poetical Gentleman. 


Bard, grown defirous of faving his pelf, 
A Built a houfe he was fure would hold none but him- 
felf ; 
This en:ag’d god Apollo who Mercury fent, 
And bid him go afk, what his votary meant. 
Some foe to my empire has been his advifer ; 
*Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns mifer: 
Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that fubject of mine, 
E have fworn by the Sytx to defeat his defign ; : 
For, where-ever he comes, the mufes fhall reign ; 
And the mufes, he knows, have a numerous train. 


To Mr. Pope on his Tranflation of Homer. 


; O much, dear Pope, thy Engli/h Iliad charms, 
When pity melis.us, or when paflion warms, 
‘3 . at 
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_ That after ages fhall with wonder {eek, 
Who ’twas tranflated Homer into Greek. 


In Behalf of Mr: Southerne. - 
«Lo the. Duke of Argyle. 


A RGYLE, his praife when Southerne wrote, 
Firft ftruck out this and then that thought, — 
Said this was flatt’ry, that a fault ; 
How fhall the bard contrive ? 
My lord, confider what you do, 
He'll lofe his pains, and verfes too ; 
For, if thefe praifes fit not you, 
They'll ferve no man alive. 


To the right hon. Arthur, Earl of Anglefey, 
é By Swift. 


F the old * Samian do€trine of fpirits be true, 

‘Then Cicero’s {pirit does penance in you ; 
For Yove, when he jaw him fo fond of applaufe, 
Which fway’d him much more than the client or caufe, 
Determin’d his foul to your body to doom, 
Great as when firft he aftonifh’d old Rome; 
With al! his own virtues a fecond time bleft 
And fortitude added to crown all the reft ; Sf 
But to check the vain glory, that reign’d in his fpirit, ~ 
He gave you ax ear that can’ bear your own merit. 


On the spectator. 


HEN firft the Tatler to a mute was turn’d, 

Great Britain for her cenfor’s filence mourn’d ; 
Robb’d of his fprightly beams, fhe wept the night, 
Till the Speator rofe and blaz’d as bright. 


* Pythagoras, who firft taught the tranfmigration of fouls, was of 
Samos, ' 
So 
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So the firft man the fun’s firft fetting view’d, 
And figh’d till circling days his joys renew’d ; 
Yet doubtful how that fecond fua to name, © 
Whether a bright fucceffor, or the fame ; 

So we; but now from this fufpence are freed, 
Since all agree who both with judgment read, 
°Tis the Jame Jun and does him/felf facceed. 


i 


: On the Earl of Macclesfield. 


HEN the feals were deliver’'d to Macclesfield’s 
charge, | 2 

‘Each God for approving gave reafons at large: © 

But Apollo excepted ; and faid, fo much wit, , 

With fuch eloquence join’d, for that charge was unfit ; 

Left the injur’d, who at his tribunal appear’d, 

And put in their complaints, with intent to be heard ; 

Should feed on the honey, that dropp’d from his tongue, - 

And charm’d by his {peaking forget their own wrong ; 

Minerva too added ‘* his prudence is fuch, 

“« As not to indulge his own judgment too much. 

<¢ And whoe’er he confults, I plainly forefee, 

“© Muft be fome who knows lefs of the matter than he, 

Old authors for inftance—then men fhall bemoan, 

« That he fuch opinions prefers to his own.” ¥e 
Jove heard ; and thus calmly deliver'd his thoughts ; 

«< No man is more guilty of thefe and fuch faults, 

“< Yet ftill ’'ve one reafon, for which he is given, 

“To fhew men how juttice is praGtis’d in heaven.” 


To the Lord Chancellor King. 
(Alluding to bis Motta——“ Labor ipfe valuptas!’”) 


9 “IS not the fplendor of the place, 
” I The gilded coach, the purfe, the mace, 


And 
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And all the pompous train of ftate, | 
With crouds, which at the levee wait, 7 

‘That make you happy, make you great: 

But when mankind you ftrive to blefs, 

With all the talents you poffefs; 

When all the joys you can receive, 

Flow from the benefits you give ; 

This takes the heart, this conquers {pite, 

And makes the heavy burden light, 

True pleafure, tightly underftood, 

Is only dabour to do good. 


Advice to Mr. Pope: on his intended Tranfla- 
tion of FHlomer, 1714. 


! thou, who, with a happy. genius born, 
Can’ft tuneful verfe in flowing numbers turn ; 
Crown’d on thy Windfor’s plains with early bays, 
Be early wife, nor truft to barren praife: 
Blind was the bard that fung Achilles’ rage; 
He fung and begg’d, and curs’d th’ ungiving age: 
If Britain his tranflated fong would hear, 
Firft take the gold—then charm the lif?ning ear ; 
So fhall thy father Homer {mile to fee | 
His Pension paid, tho’ late ; and paid to thee. 


Written on a Glafs with the Earl of Chefterfield’s 
Diamond Pencil, 3 


CCEPT a miraclé inftead of wit; | 
See! two dull lines by Stanbope’s pencil writ. 


On the fortunate and aufpicious Reigns of 
| Q: Elizabeth and Q. Anne. 


C U RE heav’n’s unerring voice decreed of old = . » 
The faireft fex fhould Europe's balance hold, 
a 5 . f Ag 
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- As great Eliza’s forces humbled Saiz 

So France now ftoops to Axze’s fuperior reign : | 

Thus, tho’ proud Jove with thunder fills the tky, 
Yet, in 4f/rea’s hands, the fatal fcale does lie, 


Written in ** The Fables for the Female Sex.” 


HILE here the poet paints the charms 
~ That blefs the perfe& dame, 
How unaffected beauty warms, 
And wit preferves the fame; - 


How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree, 
To form the happy wife : 

In Lucy, and her book, I fee 
‘The picture and the life. 


On Lord Cobham’s Gardens, 


T puzzles much the fages brains, 
Where Eden ftood of yore ; 
Some place it in Arabia’s plains, 
Some fay, it is no more. 


But Cobham can thefe tales confute 
As all the curious know ; 

For he has prov’d beyond difpute, 
That paradife is Szow. 


To a Lady; who fent Compliments to a 
Clergyman—on the Ten of Hearts. 

Y OUR compliments, dear lady, pray forbear, 
Old Englith fervices are more fincere ; 


You fend zen hearts—the tythe is only mine, — 
-Give me but one—and burn the other nine. 


On 
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Ona Grotto of Shells —- 


The Work of nine young Ladies in Hampfbire. 
By Mr. Pope. | 
Wy ERE fhunning idlenefs at once and praife, 


This radiant pile nine rural fifters raife. 
The glittering emblem of each fpotle{s dame, ; 
Clear as her foul, and fhining as her frame ; 
Beauty which nature only can impart, 
And fach a polifh as difgraces art. 
But fate difpos’d them in this humble fort, 
And hid in defarts—what would charm a court, 


On the fame. By the hon, Mr. H.—= 


O much this building captivates the fight, 
S Nought but the builders can give more delight ; 
In them the mafter-piece of nature’s fhown, 
In this J fee art’s mafter-piece in ftone. 
©! nature, nature, thou haft conquer’d art; 
She charms the fight alone—but you the heart. 


Wit and Beauty. 


H? infpiring mufes, and the god of love, 
With rival pow’r, to grace Melinda ftrove. 
Love-arm’d her with his bow and keeneft darts, 
Whilft every mufe enrich’d her mind with arts. 
Though Greece in {fplendid temples heretofore 
Did Venus and Minerva’s power adore, 
Thofe antients thought no fingle goddefs fit 
To reign at once o’er beauty and o’er wit: 
Each was a fep’rate claim—yet now we find 
‘The different titles in Melinda join’d. 


To 
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To a Lady—half-mafking herfelf, when fhe 
~ Tmiled. 


O when the fun, with his meridan light, 

Too fiercely darts upon our feeble fight ; 
We thank th? officious cloud—by whofe aie aid 
We view his glory—foften’d by a fhade. 


On the Duke of Devonfhire’s Seat in Derby- 
fhire. 
H EN Scotland’s queen, her native realms expell’d, 
Tn antient Chatfworth was a captive held, 
Had then the pile to its new charms arriv’d, 
Happier the captive, than the gueen had liv’d, 
What fighs in pity of her ftate could rife, 
That found the fugitive in paradife! 


Under the Picture of a * mufical Mechanic, 


‘TT H O° mean thy rank, yet, in thy humble cell}. 
Did gentle peace and arts unpurchas’d dwell, 

_ Well-pleas’d, Apollo thither led his train, 

And mufic warbled in her fweetett firain. 
Cyllenius fo, as fables tell, and Jove 

Came willing guefis to poor Philemon’s grove. 
Let ufelefs pomp behold, and blufh to find 

So low a ftation, fuch a liberal mind. 


On the Invention of Letters. 
From the French, 


HE noble art from Cadmus took its rife, 

Of painting words, and {peaking to the eyes. 
He firft in wond’rous. magic fetters bound 
The airy voice, and ftopp’d the dying found. 


* One Tom Briton, a {malleoal-man—well known fome years fince— 
in London, é 
dt The 


/ 
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"The various figures by his pencil wrought .. 


Gave colour, and a body to the thought. 


From Mr. Pope, on the fame Subject. | 


EAVEN firft taught letters, for fome wretch’s aid, 
Some banifh’d lover, or fome captive maid ; 

They live, they fpeak ; they breathe what love infpires, 

Warm from the foul, and faithful to its fires ; 

The virgin’s wifh without her fears impart, 

Excufe the bluth, and pour out all the heart ; 

Speed the foft intercourfe from foul to foul, 

And waft a figh from Judus to the pole. 


Parallel between the Autients and Moderns. 


OME for the antients zealoufly declare, 
~) Others, again, our modern wits prefer ; 
A third affirms, that they are.much the fame, 
And differ only as to time and name: 
Yet fure one more diftin&tion may be told, 
Thofe once were new, but thefe will ne’er be old. 


To Mr. Pope on his Dunciad. 


HE raven, rook, and pert jack-daw, | 
(Tho’ neither birds of moral kind) ” 
Yet ferve, if hang’d or ftuff'd with ftraw, ; 
To fhew us which way blows the wind, 


Thus dirty knaves, or chatt’ring fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by half then Denzis’ rules 
And point inflruétion ev’ry way. 
With Egypt's art thy pen may ftrive: 
One potent drop let this but fhed ; 
And ev'ry rogue that ftunk, alive, 
Becomes a precious mummy, dead. 


Vb 
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On ‘he Earl of Dorfet. 


Y fav’ring wit, Meceaas purchas’d fame, 
B Virgil’s own works immortaliz’d his name : 
A double fhare of fame is Dorfet’s due, 

At once the patron, and the poet too. 


Written in a Lady’s Milton. 
From Prior. 
IT H virtue, {trong as yours, had Eve been arm’d, 
In vain the fruit had bluth’d, or ferpent charm’d : 


Nor had our blifs by penitence been bought 
Wor had frail Adam fell—-nor Milton wrote. 


On Dean Swift’s leaving an Hofpital for Ideots 
and Lunatics. : 


SEITE dean muft die! our ideots to maintain. 
Perith, ye ideots!—and long live the Dean! 


On the fame 


‘FO! Swift to ideots bequeaths his ftore : 
_4 Be wile, ye rich—confider thus the poor. 


On Love and Friendhhip. f 


a. HE love that’s cold, or friendfhip that’s not warm, 
Does no one good—but may do many harm. _ 


On Wit. 


RUE wit is like the brilliant ftone, 
Dug from the Indian mine ; 
Which boafts two various powers in, one, 
To cut as well as ize. 
| Genius 


~ 
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Genius, like that, if polifh’ d right, 
With the fame gift abounds — 

Appears at once both keen and bright 
And /parkles while it wounds, 


The Stage’s Acknowledgment. 


Nature! when thy fovereign pow’r we fee, 
How poor a thing muft affectation be! - 
Whilft Clive, with beautequs eafe, the audience charms, 
And, withthe fire of native influence, warms ; 
Pour’ d from her eyes, the meaning raptures roll, 
_ And fhoot the laughing graces thro’ the foul. 
- Or, when the fprightly fong demands our aid, 
How pointed are thy notes, O mnfic! made? 
Poets, and matters, carelefs, may compound, 
Her look is meafure; and her action, found. 


To MrscRobinfon,.a‘celebrated AQrefs. 


HEN Salvia fings, or aéts the herodine’s’ part, rv 
The fiction’s ill-fupported by her art : : 

Still fomething vulgar, thro’ the rich difguife, 

Betrays the mimic, and offends the eyes : 

But when your voice is heard, and beauty feen— 

You feem a godde/s, whilft you act a queen. 


To Dr. Purcell, the great Mufician. 


"he O you a tribute from each sakes is.due, 

The whole poetic tribe’s oblig’d to you— 
For furely none but you, with equal eafe, 

Could add to David—and make D’Urfey pleafe. | 


On the five Bufts in Queen Caroline’s 
Hermitage at Richmond. | 
IGH on the lift of fame while New/sox ftands, 


Whole fpreading beams enlighten foreign lands ; ; 
| Whole 2 
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Whofe piercing genius could alone explore 
Nature’s deep fecrets, unreveal’d before ; 

And, on adven’trous wings tranfported, trace 
The ftarry wonders of th’ etherial fpace’: 
While Locke, with native force of reafon, charms, 
And Wooleffon, by ftrokes of nature, warms : 
While piety and learning both confpire, 

In Clarke, to fan religion’s facred fire ; 

Whofe milder rules, to fouls by paffion driv’n, 
Shall kindly point the certain road to heav’n: 
While Boyle, whofe philofophic eye could trace 
The myftic lines of nature’s various face, 

Shall like the fun, diffufive beams impart, 
Enlichtning a'l the mazy wild of art: 

So long, illuftrious queen! fhalt thou receive _ 
The choiceft honours that the mufe can give. 


f 


On the Auguftan Age. 
‘OR twice nine cent’ries—why has partial fame _ 
O’er worthier Romans {well’d th’ Auguffan name? 

O’er Fulius nobler; and of greater mind? 33 

O’er Titus’ felf, the darling of mankind?— 

What, but the mufe, this lafling diff’rence made? 
Pleas’d poets lent the world’s great lord their aid ; 

And, from ¢heir grateful praife, confent firft grew, 
That he, who rais’d the arts+furpafs’d them too. 


On the celebrated Difpute between the 
| Ancients and Moderns. 


W1FT for the ancients. has argu’d fo well, 
’Tis apparent, from thence, that the moderns excel, — 
In Praife of Mead. 


HE juice of bees, not Bacchus, heré behold ! 
Which Briti/> bards were wont to quaff of old. 
The 
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The berries of the grape with furies {well ; 
But, in the honey-comb, the graces dwell, 


To a Lady—on her Recovery from the, 
Small-Pox. é 


LOE, no more unjuftly fear 
Y6ur num’rous flaves’ decreafe ; 
Say, does the fun lefs bright appear, 
Tho’ {pots o’er-fpread his face? 
Thofe ftains, by fate’s fevere decree, 
He's ever doom’d. to wear ; 
While thine each rifing morn fhall fee 
Diffolving into air, 


To a young Lady— 
With Lord Holfax’s Advice to a Daughter. 


DVICE, Cofmelia, by the wife is lov'd, 
And, where ’tis wanted leaft, is moft approv’d. 

What, tho’ it teach but what you-now behave! 
A friend may offer what a father gave. 
What, tho’ you need it not ;. yet kindly take: 
And read it oft and oft,—for others’ fake: 
In faireft light their duty then they'll view, ‘ 
The precept this, the bright example you. \ 


On prefenting Lord Lanfdown’s Works to the 
Princefs Royal. 


HEN we'd exalt fome heavenly fair, 
To fome bright goddefs we compare ; 
Minerva, wifdom ; Funo, grace, 
And Venus furnifhes the face ! 
In royal Avne’s bright form is feen, 
What comprehends them all—the queen, 
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To Sir Godfrey Kneller, 
On bis drawing Lady Hyde's Picture. 


N ELLER, take heed, for vaft is the defign, 

And madnefs ’twere for any hand, but thine : 
For mocking thunder bold Salmoneus dies, | 
And ‘tis as rafh to imitate her eyes. 


To a fine Woman, too fond of praifing her 
. Hufband. 


By Dr. Swift. | 
Y OU always are making a god of your fpoufe 


But this neither reafon nor confcience allows: 
rhaps you will fay, ’Tis in gratitude due, 
And you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
Your argument’s weak, and fo you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, muft adore all mankind. 


Toa Friend, who had been abus’d by a Libel. 
By the fame. 


oT. HE greateft monarch may-be ftabb’d by night, 
And fortune help the murderer in his flights 
And calumny, by working under ground, 
Can unreveng’d the greateft merit wound. 

What’s to be done? Shall wit and learning chufe 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe? 
By cenfure frighted, quit fair honour’s road, _ 
Nor dare to ule the gifts by Heav’n beitow’d ; 
Or fearlefs enter in—thro’ virtue’s gate, 
_ And buy difindion, at the deareft rate. 


To 
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To Mr. Pope. 


HILE malice, Pope, denies-thy page 
Its own celeftial fire ; 
While critics, and while bards, in rage, 
Admiring, won’t admire: 


While wayward pens thy worth affail, 
And envious tongues decry ; 

Thefe times tho’ many a friend bewail, 
‘Thefe times bewail not I: 


But, when the world’s loud praife is thine, 
“And fpleen no more fhall blame; 
.When with thy Homer thou fhalt thine, 
In one eftablifh’d fame: - 


When none fhall rail, and ev’ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee 5 

That day (for come it will) that day 
Shail I lament to fee. ; 


The Parallel : 


_ Between the illuftrious Fobn Churchill, Duke of Marl. 
borough, and the Rev. Charles Churchill, Poet. * 


N Anna’s wars immortal Churchill rofe, 
A And, great in arms, fubdu’d Britannia’s foes : 
A greater Churchill now demands our-praife, 
And the palm yields to the poetic bays: 
Tho’ John fought nobly at his army’s head, 
And flew his thoufands with the balls of lead : 
Yet muft the hero to the bard fubmit, an 
Who hurls, unmatch’d, the thunderbolts of wit. 


Cc. | Ve 
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** To Mr. Garrick *, 
By the Rev. Mr. Fr-mpt-n. 
Ty: H E preacher’s looks when Rofcius ey’d ‘ 


And on his accents hung, 
The preacher’s breaft firft felt a pride, 
A fluency his tongue. - 


Not that he caught the mighty glow 
Which heightens Shakefpear’s fenfe ; 
Thy thunder, or thy tender flow 
Of magic eloquence. 


Remote from all the fpeaker’s art, 
He triumph’d in his theme. 

That ftruck itfelf the feeling heart, 
And met the genial flame. 

Couldft thou impart the powers that fhake, 
At Fiétion’s call, the foul: 

The eyes that look, the lips that fpeak — 
The paflions of the foul : 

Keen, as the piercing of the fteel, 
The prieft could ftrike the breaits 

Could teach the callous how to feel, 
The wicked how to reft. 

His great revenge the Moors fhould ftop, 
Glamis again fhould fleep, 

Glofter his wreaking ponyard drop, 
The Dane forget to weep. 

By thee the powerful preacher taught, 
The wond ring croud fhould teach! 

The croud would catch the heart-felt thought, 
—For Rofcius then would preach. r, 


April, 1766. . 


# On his complimenting the preacher. 


A C O-L- 
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BOOK II. 


\ 


SAT-Y RICA L. 


From the. Greek : 
By Mr. Prior. 


EMOCRITUS, dear droll, revifit earth, 
And with our follies glut thy heighten’d mirth :° 
Sad Heraclitus, ferious wretch, return 
In touder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both, I unconcern’d ftand by ; 
Hurt, can I laugh? and honeft, need I cry? 


ae C2 Creefs 
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Croefus and Diogenes. 


HE Lydian prince is blam’d for wealth alone, 
Tho’ greater in his virtues than his throne : 
The Cynic chur] is prais’d, of fame fecure, 
‘Tho’ void of ev’ry grace, but being poor: 
Nor wonder whence this partial judgment fprings, 
Such crouds are envious, and fo few are kings. 


From the Latin. 
From the Latin of Buchanan. 


KNOW not whether, in Narciffus’ glafs, 

Matchlefs Corinna, you e’er faw your face :. 
But this I know, with beauties all her own, 
Matchlefs Corizia.is inamour’d grown. 
The youth fome reafon for his frenzy had ; 
‘What made Aim fo, made many others mad: ©“ ~ * 
Your caufe is lefs, therefore your madnefs more ; 
Without a rival you yourfelf adore. 


Martial, Lib. 1. Ep. 34. 
By Mr. Hay. 


ER father dead—alone no grief fhe knows ; 
E Th’ obedient tear at ev'ry vifit flows. 

No mourner he, who mutt by, praife be fee’d! - 

But he, who mourns in fecret, monrns indeed! 


2 BL he eg Sh oy abe 2 
HE verfes, friend, which thou hatt read, are mine 3 
But, as thou read’ft them, they may pafs for oe 


ie 


« 
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Lib. ii, Ep. 3. 


OU fay, you nothing owe ; and fo I fay: 
He only owes, who fomething has to pay. 


Ep. 58. 


OU’RE fine, and ridicule my thread-bare gown $ 
f ‘Thread-bare indeed it is; but ’tis my own. 


Lib. iv. Ep. 78. 
By Dr. Hoadley. 


I TH, lace bedizen'’d comes her man, 
V And I muft dine with lady Anne: 
A filver fervice loads the board ; 
Of eatables a flender hoard. 
‘* Your pride, and not your victuals, fpare ! 
*¢ T came to dine, and not to ftare.” 


Ep. 79. | 
HRICE twenty years you've feen your grafs made hay ¢ 
Your eye-brows too proclaim your hair is grey : 
Yet through all quarters of the town you run ; . 
At ev'ry ball and levee you make one: 
No great man ftirs, but you are at his heels, 
And never fail both thofe who have the feals : 
You never mifs St. James’s ; ever chat 
Of lord or bifhop 4s, or general shat. 
To youth leave trifles ; have you not been told, 
That, of all fools, rio fool is like the old ? 


| Lib. vii. Ep. 3. 
OU afk me, Why I have no verfes fent 
A. For fear you fhould return the compliment. 
ij om C3 Ep, 


apa 
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Ep. 75. 
By. Dr. Hoadley. 


| HEWN dukes in town afk thee to dine, 
To rule their roaft, and fmack their wine ; 
Or take thee to their country-feat, 
To make their dogs, or blefs their meat — 
Ah! dream not on preferment foon— 
‘Thou’rt not their friend—but their buffoon. 


Ep. 100. 


W HEN, in the dark, on thy foft hand T hung, 
And heard the tempting fyren, in thy tongue 5” 
What flames, what darts, what anguifh, I endur’d 5 
But, when the candle enter'd—I was cur’d. 


Lib. ix. Ep. 71. 


H ! the degen’rate age! great Tully cry’d, 
When Catiline defign’d his parricide ; 
When kindred chiefs join’d battle on the plain, 
Which mourn’d, in tears of blood, the fubjeéts flain. 
Oh! the degen’rate age! you loudly chatter: 
What is the matter, Sir, what zs the matter ? 
No civil difcord now ; no tyrant’s pow’r ; 
Peaceful and joyous pafles ev’ry hour :— 
If you efteem the age fo wicked grown, __ 
Blame not our morals for it, but your own. 


Lib. ix. Ep. 82. 


Y works the reader and the hearer praifé:— 
They’re incorrect, a brother poet fays: 

But let him rail; for, when I give a featt, 

Am I to pleafe the cook, or pleafe the gueft? 


Libs 


VS: Ace MOREY CAR .- 


Lib. xii. Ep. 54. 
HY hair and beard are of a diffrent dye $5 
Short of one foot—diftorted in an eye ; 


With all thefe tokens of a knave comp!te, 
Should’ft thou be Aone/?, thou art a dev’lifh cheat ! 


By Mr. Pope. 


Y lord complains-—that Pope, ftark mad ith gardens, 
Has lopp’d three trees, the value of three farthings ; 
«* But he’s my neighbour, cries the peer polite, 
«« And, if he'll vifit me, Pll wave my right.’ 
What, on compulfion! and againft my will 
A lord’s acquaintance—-let him file his bill, 
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On the River Danube: 
By Dr. Swift. 


E E how the wand’ring Danube flows, 
Realms and religions parting ! 
A friend to all true Chrifian foes, 
To Peter, Jack, and Martin. 


Now Proteftant, and Papift now ; 
Not conftant long to either ; 
At length an infidel does grow, 

And ends his journey, neither. 


Thus many a youth I’ve known fet out, 
_ Half Proteftant, half Papift; 

And, rambling long the world about, 
Turn infidel and atheift. 


C4 A Cha- 


ae Say 
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A Chapters of an old Rake. 


CS CORN’ D by the wife, detefted by the good, 
a.) Nor underftanding aught, nor underftood ; 
Profane, obfcene, Iqud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud, without fpirit ; vain, without defert ; 
Affecting paffions vice has long fubdu’d ; 
Defperately gay—and impotently lewd: 

And, as thy weak companions round thee fit, 

For eminence in folly, deem’d a wit, 


Br. Wynter to Dr. Cheyney, 
On his Books in Favour of a Vegetable Diet, 


ELL mé from whom, fat-headed Scot, 
) ‘Thou didft thy fyftem learn ; , 
From Hippocrate thou haft it not, 
Nor Celfus, nor Pitcairn. 


Suppofe we.own that.milk is good, 
And fay the fame of grafs ; 

The one for babes is only food, 
The other for an afs. 


Doétor! one new prefcription try, 
(A friend’s advice forgive ;) 
Eat grafs, reduce thyfelf, and die ; 
Thy patients then may live. 


Dr. Cheyney to Dr. Wynter. 


Y fyfiem, Doétor, is my own, 
No tutor I pretend ;— 
My blunders hurt myfelf alone, 
But your’s your deareft friend. 


Were you to milk and firaw confin’d, 

Thrice happy might you be; 
Perhaps you might regain your mind, 
- And from your wit get free. | 
I can’t 
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I can’t your kind prefeription try, gga is 
But heartily forgive ; 


*Tis nat’ral you fhould bid me die, 
That you yourfelf may live. 


Ona whole Length of Mr. Nath, between the 
Bufts ‘of Sir Ifaac Newton and Mr. Pope, t# 
the Rooms at Bath. 

By Lord Ch—{—d, 
M MORTAL Neawtoz never fpoke 
More truth than here you’ll find ; 

Nor Pope himfelf e’er penn’d a joke 

‘More:eruel on cal ap 


The picture, plac’d the bufts between, 
Gives fatyr all its ftrength: 
Wifdom and Wit are /ittle feen, 
But Folly at full length. 


On Mr. Nath’s Statue—. 


Not being plac’d in the Center of the Pump-room, where 
the Clock fiands. 


UOTH Nahh to the clock, «* ftand out of my way :” 
Quoth the clock, ** Mr. Nafh,’ tis too late in the day 
“« For you to command whom you ought to ohey. 


** And the whole corporation, to humble your pride, 
** Have agreed, thus in public, to /ét you afide.” 


** To Mr. Derrick. 
On fome Regulations relative to the Ladies Dre/s 3) 
By Mr. G—rrick— 
YCURGUS of Bath, 
Be not given to wrath, 


Your rigour the fair fhould not feel : 
Cs Still 


“* You are no monarch now, your pow’r’s decry’d, t 
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Still keep them your debtors, | 
Make laws like your betters, ae 
And, as faft as you make them, * repeal ! 


** The Anfwer: 
By a Lady— 
H OULD this pigmy + of Bath 
Perfift in his wrath, 
And with Nafh’s authority rank it, 
We'd mutter our ftrength 
And lay him at length, 
And tofs the poor thing in a blanket. 


On the Picture of King Charles IT. 


B EHOLD awitty, foolifh king, 
Whofe faith no man relies on! 
Who never /aid a foolifh thing, — 
Nor ever did a wife one. 


On King William’s Exploits, during two 
Campaigns in Flanders. , 


HE author fure muft take great pains, 
‘Who fairly writes his ftory, “4 

In which of thefe two laft campaigns. 

He gain’d the greateft glory : 
For, while that he march’d on to fight, 

. Like hero, nothing fearing, 

Namur was taken in his fight, 

And Mons within his hearing. 


The Balance. . 


OW Europe's balane’d, neither fide prevails, 
For nothing’s left in either of the fcales. 
* N.B. Written at the time of repealing the famous Stamp-act. 
‘+ — at ingenium ingens 
weefutet hoc fub corpore-= Hor, 


, On 
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_ On the Duchefs of Portfmouth’s Picture. 


H O can on this picture look, 
W And not ftraight be wonder-ftruck, 
That fuch a wither’d, dowdy thing, 
Should make a beggar of a king! 
Three happy nations turn to tears, 
And all their former love to fears ;— 
Falfe and foolifh, proud and bold, 
Ugly, as you fee, and old: © 
In a word,—her haughty grace 
Is whore in all things—but her face. 


On a Prelate’s going out of Church to wait on 
the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 


ORD des in the church (could you think it!) kneel’d 
own ; 
When told that the duke was juft come to town, 
His ftation deferting—unaw’d by the place, 
He flies from his God, to attend on his grace : 
To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no fhare in his lordfhip’s promotion. 


On a fine Seat unfinifhed. 


HEWN J/on rofe, to grace the fair defign, 

The walls were built by architects divine 5. 
Neptune and Phebus left their heavenly bow’rs, 
To form the baftions, and ereét the tow’rs : 
Could Gallio hire his workmen from the fkies, Y 
To its juft height his dome might then arife ;. 
By their affiftance reach the upper floer, 
If gods would work—for men will truft no mores 


C6 ' From 
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From Mr. Prior. 


TT O Fobn I ow’'d great obligation, 
- But Yohn, unhappily, thought fit 
"Fo publifh it to all the nation —— 

Sure {7obz and I are more than quit. 


In Chaucer’s Style. 


ULL oft doth Mat with Topaz dine; 
Eateth bak’d meats; drinketh Greek wines 
But Topaz his own werke rehearfeth ; 
And Mat mote praife what Topaz verfeth : 
Now, fure as prieft did e’er fhrive finner, 
Full hardly earneth Mat his dinner. 


By the fame. 


4 HY nags (the leaneft things alive) 
So very hard thou lov’ft to drive; 
J heard thy anxious coachman fay, 

Jt coit thee more in whips than hay.— 


A {mart Repartee. 


RIES Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 
C _ What reafon can be given, 
«Since marriage is a holy thing) 

That there are none in heaven ? 
_ "fhere are no women he reply'd ;— 

She quick returns the jeft— 
Women there are, but'I’m afraid 

They cannot find a prieft. » 


¥ E on! while my revenge fhall be 
sfh.4 To fpeak the very truth of three!— 


Slave RT CAM: <1 Se 


The Fate of Envy. 


E little wits, that gleari’d a while, 
When Pope vouchfaf’d a ray, 
Alas! depriv’d of his kind {mile, 
> How foon you fade away! 


To compafs Phcebus’ car about, 
Thus empty vapours rife ; 

Each lends his cloud, to put Aim out, 
That rear’d him to the tkies, 


Alas! thofe fkies are not your {phere, 
There, he fhall ever burn ! 

Weep, weep, and fall! for earth ye were, 
And fhall to earth return. 


Extempore—By Lord B—? 


‘ “TELL! Sir, fuppofe the buft is a damn’d head 3 
V Suppofe that Pope’s an elf; 
All he can fay for’t, is, he neither made 

The bufto nor himfelf, 


Friendly Advice to Mr, Pope. 


W ING’D by the mufe’s god to rife fublime, 

What has thy fame to fear from peevifh rhyme! 
Shalt thou, decreed till time’s own death, to live, e 
_ Yet want the nobleft courage—to forgive ? 

Slander’d in vain, enjoy the fpleen of foes ; 

Let thefe from envy hate; from interef, thofe: 

Guilt, like the firlt, your gratitude requires, 

Since none can exvy, till he firft admires ; 

And zature tells the laft his crime is zoxe, 

Who, to your intexeft, but prefers his owz, 


Ba) ) The 
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The’ Plagiary. 
M? O RE always fmiles, whenever he recites ; 


He fmiles, you think, approving what he writes $ ay 


And yet, in this, no vanity is fhown ; 
A modef? man may like what’s not his own. 


The Mutual Vouchers. 


C ARLO you fay writes well, fuppofe it true; 

You pawn your word for him, who’ll vouch for yous 
So two poor knaves, who find their credit fail, 
To cheat the world, become each other’s bail. 


On Shakefpear reftored. | 


‘2 i IS generous, Tibdald, in thee and thy brothers 
To help us thus to read the works of others ; 
Never for this can juft returns be fhewn, 

For who will help us e’er to read thy own! | 


Par nobile fratrum. 


URNET and Ducket, friends in {pite, 
Came hiffing forth in verfe ; 
Both were fo forward, each would write, 
So dull, each hung an a—. 
Thus * amphifbena, I have read, 
At either end affails ; 
None knows, which leads, or which is led, 
For both heads are but tails. — 


# A kind of worm. 


rh 
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On an obfcure Writer. 
D EAR Welfted, mark, in dirty hole, 


That painful animal, a mole ; 
Above ground never born to go, 
. What mighty ftir it keeps below! 
To make a mole-hill all this ftrife ; 
It digs, pokes, undermines for life. 
How proud a little dirt to fpread, 
.Confcious of nothing o’er its head! 
Till lab’ring on, for want of eyes, 
It blunders into light—and dies ! 


On the Grubftreet Writers. 


O F old, when the wags attack’d Colly Cibber, 

As player, as bard, and odaic wine-bibber, 

To a friend that advis’d him to anfwer their malice, 

And check, by reply, their extravagant fallies, 

No, no, quoth the laureat, with a {mile of much glee, 
They write for a dinner which they fha’n’t get from me. 


Anfwer. 


INCE the laureat, quoth Daéy/, is cruelly bent 
Not to anfwer our malice, that we may keep Lent; 
Let him give up the bays, and return to the ftage, 
And try, as an ator. to charm the dull age ; 
For, if he writes on,—o’er a glafs and good chear. 
We thall feaft on his odes,—at leaft twice a year. 


To Dr, Tr—p* on his Tranflation of Virgil. 


IND but thy preaching, T——p, tranflate no 
further > oF*.* 
Is it not written, ‘* Thou fhalt do no murther ?” 


* Though Dr. Tr—p’s tranflation of Virgil is not poetical, he 
gives the fenfe of his author, and his notes are very judicious, 
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On the fame :—From Dr. Young. 


F at his title ‘T'r—p had drop’d his quill, 
I Tr—p might have pafs’d for a great genius ftill ; 
But Tr—p, alas! (excufe him if you can) 
Is now a fcribler, who was once a man, 


** To Mr. Voltaire, on bis cenfuring Milton’s 
Allegory of Death and Sin. 
By Dr. Young. 
HOU art fo witty, profligate, and thin, 
Thou feem’ft a Milton, with his Death and Sin. 
On Glover’s Leonidas, being compared to 
Virgil. 7 
; X QUIA L to Virgil !—It may perhaps ; 
: But then, by Jove, ’tis Dr. ‘Trap’s. 
On a bad Trdnflation. . 
IS work now done, he’ll publith it no doubt ; 
B For fure Iam, ‘* that seurder will come out.” 
On a certain Poet. 
HY verfes are eternal, O! My friend, 
For he that reads them, réads them to xo end..* ~ 
On the Tranflation of Suetonius. | 
By Dr. Philemon Holland. 


HILEM ON with tranflations does fo fill us, : 
He will not let Suetonius be Tranquillus. 


ss ® Thefe are ali inftances of mixt wit,—-but, as they have met with 

_ “applaufe, are here inferted.—-See the Effay prefixed, . 
TPEy 5 On 
ih ee | 
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On Mr. Cornelius Marten. 


I1GRIN US leads a married life 

Not with his own, but neighbour’s wife 5 
And, tho’ Cornelius knows it’s thus,—__ 
Still he’s Cornelius tacitus. 


Ona Company of bad Dancers to good Mufie; 


O W ill the motion with the mufic fuits ! 
So Orpheus fiddled—and fo danc’d the brutes. 


To a bad Fidler, 


O LD Orpheus play’d fo well he mov’d old Nick, 
; Whilft thou mov’? nothing—but thy fiddle-ftick, 


On Sir John Vanbrugh’s Device of a Lion 
and a Cock at Blenheim. 


AD Marlb’rough’s troops in Gaul no better fought, 
Than Van, to grace his fame, in marble wrought ; 
No more in arms, than he in emblems {kill’d, 
The cock had driv’n the oz from the field. 


On the Bridge at Blenheim. 
: By Dr. Evans. 


“\ HE lofty arch his high ambition fhews, 
The ftream, an emblem of his bounty, flows. 


—*®* On the fame. 


Extempore—By Mr. Pope. 
HE minnows, as thro’ this vaft arch they pafs, 


_ & Cry, How like whales we look! thanks to your are ; 
; n 
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On Dr. Evans’s cutting down a Row of Trees; 
at St. John’s-College, Oxon. 


NDULGENT nature on each kind beftows 
A fecret inftin& to difcern its foes : 
The goofe, a filly bird, yet fhuns the fox ; 
Lambs fly from wolves ; and failors fteer from rocks, 
Evans, the gallows, as his fate forefees, 
And bears the like antipathy to trees. 


On a bad Painter. 


ABIUS, you fay, is much inclin’d, 
7 Each cheek with too much red to fills 
His pieces only d/u/ to find 
The painter draws their looks fo ill, 


Prometheus ill-painted. 


OW wretched does Prometheus’ fate appear ! 
fi. Whilft he his fecond mifery fuffers here ; 

Draw him no more; left, as he tortur’d ftands, 
He blame great Yove’s lefs than the painter’s hands, 
Tt would the vulture’s cruelty out-do, 
If once again his liver thus fhould grow : 
Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow; 
The flames he once ftole from thee grant him now ! 


The Antidote. 


W* EN Lefiia firft I faw, fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air ; 
I thought my heart, which durit fo high afpire, 

As bold as his who fnatch’d celeftial fire : 

But, foon as e’er the beauteous idiot fpoke, 


Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke ; 
: Like 
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Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heal’d my wound, 
And what her eyes enthrall’d, her zozgue unbound, 


On the fame Subject. 
S ELINDA fure’s the brighteft thing, 


That decks our earth, or breathes our air; 
Mild are her looks, like op’ning fpring, 
And like the blooming {ummer fair. 


But yet her wit’s fo very fmall, 

That all her charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 

And ftrike no further than the eye. 


Our eyes luxurioufly fhe treats, 
- Qur ears are abfent from the feai ; 
One fenfe is furfeited with fweets, 
Starv’d or difgufted are the reft. 


So have I feen, with afpect bright, 
And tawdry pride, a tulip {well, 
Blooming and beauteous to the fight, 

‘Dull and infipid to the fmell. 


Short-liv’d Bealtty. 


EAUT Y is but a fhort-liv’d flower, 
Alas! too fubject to decay, 
‘That blooms, th? amufement of an hour, 
And fheds its glory with the day. 


Whoever ancient PAyllis knows, 

Will find this literally true ; 
Mark on her cheeks the blufhing rofe, 
 Short-liv’d, as on the tree it grew. 
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Tho’ on the ecueae of each feature 
Th’ embellifhments of art are laid, 


Yet all her charms, to copy nature, ; 
Bloom in the morn, at ev’ning fade. 


By Lord Lanfdown. 


RIGHT as the day, and as the morning fair, 
Such Cloe is—and common as the‘air, 


The Fate of Artifice.. | 
N church, the pray’r-book, and the fan difplayd, 


And folemn curt’fies, fhew the wily maid ; 
At plays, the leering looks and wanton airs, 
And nods, and fmiles, are fondly meant for fnares.: 
Alas! vain charmer, you no lover get, 
There you feem hypocrite, and here coquet. 


The Female Prattler. 


ROM morn to night, from day to day, 
At all times, and in ey’ry place, 
You fcold, repeat, and-fing and fay, 
Nor are there hopes you'll ever ceafe. 


Forbear, my Fannia; Oh, forbear, 

If your own health or our’s you prize; 
For all mankind, that hear you, fwear 

Your tongue’s more killing than your eyes, 


Your tongue’s a traitor to your face, 
Your fame’s by your own noife obfcur’d ; 


Allare diftraéted while they gaze, 


But, if they liften, they are cur’d. 


Your filence would acquire more praife, 
Than all you fay, or all you write ; 
One look ten thoufand charms difplays, — 

- ‘Then huth!—~and be an angel quite. 
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To a painted Lady. 


WY EAVE offthy paint, perfumes, and youthful drefs, 
And nature’s failing honeftly confefs : 

Double we fee thofe faults, which art would mend, 

Plain downright uglinefs would lefs offend. 


On a homely Lady that patched much. 


Yy OUR ‘homely face, Flippanta, you difguife, 
With patches, numerous as Argus’ eyes ; 
Fown that patching’s requifite for you, 

For more we're pleafed, if lefs your face we view : 
Yet I advife, if my advice you afk, 

Wear but one patch, —but be that patch a mafR. 


4 


On the marriage of an Old Maid. 


LOE a coquet in her prime, 
\ 4 = The vaineft fickleft thing alive 5 
(Behold the ftrange effects of time !) 
Marries and dotes ‘at forty-five. 


Thus weathercocks, who, for a while, 
Have turn’d about with every blaft, 
Grown old, ‘and deftitute of oil, 
Ruft to a point and fix at laft. 


Il] judged Expence. 


Y LVTA, methinks, you are unfit 
For your great lord’s embrace 5 

For, tho’ we all allow you wit, 

We can’t a handfome face : 
Then where’s the pleafure, where’s the good 
Of {pending time and coft ? 
For, if your wit’s not underftood, 

Your keeper’s blifs is loft. 


46 EPIGRAMS 
By Swift. 
‘ O bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy fone, 
S As had drawn both the beafts and their Orpheus along $ 


But fuch is thy av’rice, and fuch is thy pride, 
That the beafts muft have ftarv’d, and the poet have dy’d. — 


** Of a fair Shrew— 
By Sir ‘fohn Harington +. 1588. 


AIR, rich, and young! how rare is her perfection, — 
in Were it not mingled with one foulinfeftion? = 
So proud an heart, I mean, fo curit a tongue, ‘ 

As makes her feem, nor fair, nor rich, nor young. 


** Of Cinna. 
By the fame. 


OOR Cinna keeps his wifea maiden cook, . — 
Pp With blufhing cheeks, brown locks, and chearful look : 
What might he mean by this? I hold my life, : 
She drefles fe/ for Aim, not for his wife. 


: ** Of Curfing Cuckolds. He 
By the fame. ; 


LORD that talk’d of late, with idle fcorn, 
Of fome that wore invifibly the Jorn ; 
Said, ‘* he could with, and did for his own part, 
All cuckolds in the Thames, with all his heart,” 
When lo! a pleafant knight replied to him, — 
«* T hope your lordfhip then has learn’d to fwim !” 


+ To whom weare obliged fora tranflation of Ariofto, an apology 
for Poetry, &cy / . . 


On 


SATYRIC AR: 
On Wedlock. 


O more, O Rome, thy modern creed defend : 
No more for feven facraments contend ; 
Each wedded wretch can readily confute 
Thy boafted arguments in this difpute. 
For all, by fad experience taught, proclaim, 
Penance and matrimony are the fame. 


| On Indulgences at Rome. 
] F without gold falvation can’t be bought, 
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How curs’d the wretch,—who is not worth a groat t 


But, if Chrift’s death for all has purchas’d peace, 
Rejoice, ye poor, and Jet your mifery ceafe. 


‘On a Modern Fine Lady. 


OULD our firft father, at his toilfome plough, 

. Thorns in his path, and labour on his brow ; 
Cloath’d only in a rude, unpolifh’d fkin, 

Could he a vain fantaftic nymph have feen, 
In all her airs, in all her modern graces, 

Her various fafhions and more various faces 5 

How had it puzzled him, who late affign’d 

Juft appellations to each feveral ‘kind, _~ 

Avright idea of the fight to frame, 

‘Tio guefs from what new element fhe came, 
To fix the wavering form, and give the thing a name ? 


‘On an ancient Gentlewoman who painted. 


OS MEL IJ A’s charms infpire my lays, 
g Who, fair in nature’s fcorn, 
Blooms in the winter of her days, 
Like Glaffonbury thorn. 


Tf e’er impatient of the blifs 
Into her arms you fall, 

The plaifter’d fair returns the kifs, 
Like Thifbe, thro’ a wall! 
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- The Oracle. 


Nymph and a fwain to Apollo once pray’d, 
A ‘The fwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray’d 5 
They came then to try, if his oracle knew 
E’er a nymply that was chafte, or a fwain that was true. 
Apollo flood mute, and had almof been pos'd; 

At length he thus fagely the queftion difclos’d : 
«« * Fle alone may be true, in whom none will confide ; 
«© And the nymph may be chafte—that has never been try’d.” 


HO U'lt fight, if any man call Phoebe wh—re 5 
§ That fhe is thine, what can proclaim.it more! 


** From a Pane of Glafs +.at the Swan in 
bat Birmingham. gta! | 


P OE T, late, of no ignoble fame, 
Call’d Mulciber the May’r of Birmingham 
The thought-is juft—For {earch the world around, 
_ What place fo like mount AZtna can be found! - 
Where fulph’rous flame in {moaky caverns roars, 
"The men are black{miths, and their wives are wh—res. 


** An Anfwer. 


“TNH O Garth had wit, than polifh’d feel more bright, 
| Thy dulnefs, fcribler,’s equal to thy fpite. : 
Tho’ fmoak ob{cur’d great Vulcan’s bleft abodes, 
Yet there was forg’d the armour of the Gods! 
~ Our men, tho’ black, in A/l like Vulcan are, 
Our wives, like Dian chafte, like Venus fair 
A. 4 
+ Where it has remained mnmolefied thefe thisty yearse. | 
: On 
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On the Death of Queen Mary, and of the 
Marfhal Luxemburgh. 


B E HOLD, Dutch prince, here lie th’ unconquer’d pair, ~ 
Who knew your ftrength in love, your ftrength in war. 
Unequal match! from both no conquett gains, 

No trophy of your love, or war, remains. 


On the Alliance between Spain and Germany, 
1726. 


EVER before did fate difpenfe 
A friendfhip every way {> meet ; 
Great Charles's hope is Philip's fen/e, 
And Philip's truft is Charles’s fleet. 


Effectual Malice. 


F all the pens which my poor rhymes molef, 
Cotin’s the fharpeft,— and fucceeds the beit ; 
Others outrageous f{cold, and rail downright 
With ferious rancour, and true Chriffian {pite : 
-But he, more fly, purfues his fell defign, 
Writes fcoundrel verfes,—and then fays they’re mine. 


To a Perfon who wrote ill, and fpoke worfe of 
the Author. 


From Prior. 


TE Philo, untouch’d, on my peaceable fhelf, | 
Nor take it amifs, that fo little [ heed thee! 
T’ve no envy to thee, and fome love to myfelf— 
Then why fhould I anfwer, fince firft I muft read thee, 


Purfue me with fatyr; what harm is there in’t ? 
But from all viva voce reflection forbear : 
There can be no danger from what thou fhalt print, 
,. Dhere may be a little from what thou fhalt wear, 
ye ; D The 
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The Scribbler. 


By the fame. 
W HILE, fafter than his coftive brain indites, 


Pbilo's quick hand in flowing letters writes,x—= 


His cafe appears to me, like honeft Teague’s, 
When hs was run away with by his legs.— 
Phcebus, give Philo o’er himfelf command ; 
Quicken his fenfes or reftrain his hand : 

Het him be kept from paper, pen, and ink ;— 
So may he ceafe to write—and learn to ghink.— 


By Swift. 


RTHUR, they fay, has wit; for what? 
For writing ? No? for writing not. 


From Buchanan. 


HOU fpeak’ft always ill of me, 
I {peak always well of thee ;— 
But, fpite of all our noife and pother, 
The world believes nor one, nor t’other. 


On Sir Richard Blackmore’s Job. 


OOR Fob loft all the comforts of his life, 

And hardly fav’d a potfherd and a wife. 
Yet Fob blefs'd God, and Job again was bleft ; 
His virtue was affay’d—and bore the teft. : 
But, had Heaven’s wrath pour’d out its fierceft phial, 
Had he been thus burlefqu’d—without denial, 
The patient man had yielded to that trial : 
His pious fpoufe, with Biaskeate on her fide, 
Muft have prevail’d—Job had la/phem’d and dy’d, 


On the fame. 
H ¥ fatyr’s harmlefs—'tis thy profe that kills, 


When thou preferib’t thy potions and thy ea 
cod x 
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| On the fame. 


Charge thee, knight, in great Apollo's name, ' 
If thou’rt not dead to all reproof or fhame, 

Kither thy.rhymes, or clyfters, to difclaim. 

Both are too much, our feeble brain to rack ; 

Befides, the bard will foon undo the quack ; 

‘Such fhoals of readers thy damn’d fuftian kills, 

‘Thou'lt {carce leaye one alive to take thy pills. 


** On a wretched Pfalm-finger. | 


“ TER NHOLD and Hopkins had great qualms, 
And they tranflated David’s pfalms | 

~ To make the heart full glad : 

But had it been poor David's fate 

To hear thee fing—and them tranflate, 
By Jove, ’t had made him mad! 


From Prior, 


Y ES, every poet is a fool ; 
By demonftration Ned can fhew it: 


Happy, could Ned’s inverted rule 
Prove ev’ry fool to be a poet. 


- 


A Compliment to the Ladies, 


E men have many faults, 
Poor women have but two:——— 
There’s nothing good they fay ; 
There’s nothing good they do. 


Woman’s Refolution. 


O H! cry’d Arfenia, long in wedlock bleft, 
AJ Rer head reclining on her hufband’s breatt, 
«« Should death divide thee from thy doating wife, 
« What comfort could be found in widow’d life? 
. Dz | -« Hew 
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<< How the thought fhakes me !—Heav’n my ere atte 
<« Or give the loft A,/enia half his grave.” | 
Jove heard the lovely mourner and approv’d : 

<< And fhould not wives, like this, (faid he) be lov ‘a? 

“* Take the foft mourner at her word, and try iyesa a 

<< How deeply rooted woman’s vows can lie.” 
*T was faid and done—the tender Strephon dy’d; 
Arfenia two long months—t’out-live him try’d ; | 
But in the third—alas !—became a bride. 


The Modern Penitents. 


y 


“HEN Ifrael’s daughters biutihe their paft of- 
fences, 
They dealt in fack-cloth, and turn’d cinder-wenches : 
The Richmond fair ones ne’er will fpoil their locks : 
They ufe white powder, and wear Holland fmocks. » 
© beauteous church! where females think clean linnen 
As decent to repent in, as to fin in. 


On an affected Old Maid. 
ie T age and envious time do what they will, 


Cloe remains the fame foft creature ftill, 
_ In her firft coat, as when fhe romp’d and {mil'd. 
A babe in years, at fixty ftill a child, 


~ On a Fair Pedant. | ; 


H O’ Artemifia talks by fits, 
Of councils, ‘fathers, claflics, wits, 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke ; 


Yet in fome things methinks fhe fails ;— 

*T were well if fhe would pair her use Be 
And wear a cleaner fmock.— d a 

7Eneas, 


—e 
‘ 
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- Whoe’er thy chaitity would then moleft, 
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ZEneas and Creufa. 


HEN on his back, thro’ hoftile {words and fire, 
The Trojan hero bore his aged fire, 
oe Heav’n rewarded well the pious deed, 
eath feiz’d his wife—and the good man was freed. 


The Scourge. 


‘7 HEN Pharaoh’s fons provok’d th’ Almighty’s hand 
. To pour his wrath upon the guilty land,— 


A tenfold plague the great avenger fhed,— 


The king offended, and the nation bled. 

Hadft thou, unaided Feria, but been fent, 
Phial ele&t, for Pharaoh’s punifhment, 
Thro’ what-a various courfe the wretch had run! 
Fle. more than Heaven’s ten plagues had felt in oxe. 


On an old Rake. 


O ARY Apicius, like Sicilia’s mount *, 

_ Tho’ winter veils his venerable front, ; 
Tho’'his grave head is cover’d o’er with fnow, : 
Yet labours with inceffant fires below.. ~ r 


To a prudith Lady left alone with a Gentleman. 
W HY then that blah ? Allay that needlefs fear 5 


Miftaken maid! no ravifher is near, 
When thou art next in danger, afk thy glafs, . 
Would any forfeit heaven forjuch aface?  - Writs 
Whoe’er attempts thy virtue to abufe, | 
Offends without temptation or excule; - 


Shew ’em thy face, and that will guard the reft. 


@ ‘Etna, 


1> Ht haa tt Hardfhip 
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Hardfhip upon the Ladies, or, the Drudgeys 
of Cards : ik 
By Swift. 

W H AT tho’, fair nymphs, your bufinefs is to play, 
Tis hard you muft be bufy nightand day. = 

Why fhould you want the privilege of men, 

Not take fome finall Livethin now and then ! 

Had women been the makers of our laws, | 

fAnd, that they were not, I can fee no caufe) : 

‘Ihe men fhouid drudge at cards, from morn to night 3 

And female plea/ure be to read and write. . ; 


Bigots to Incredulity. 

W HAT legions of fables, and whimfical tales, 

Pafs current for yofpel, where prieft-craft prevails t 
Our anceftors thus were moit ftrangely deceiv’d, 
What ftories of goblins for truth they believ’d! - 
But we, their wife fons, who thefe fables reject, | 
Even truth, now-a-days, are apt to fufpect : 
From believing too much, the right faith we let falls 
$0 now we bélieve—juft nothing at al}!— > 


- The polite Cafuifts. »» 


UR fathers took oaths, as of old they did wivesy _- 
To have and to hold for the term of their lives: 
But we take our oaths, like whores, for our eafe, 
And a whore and a rogue may part when they pleafe, 


The fatal Victory... 


~YNHAPPY Chremes, neighbour to a peer, 
Kept half his fheep, and fatted half his deer ; 
Each day his gates thrown down, his fences broke, 
And injured ftiJl the more, the more.he {poke : 


a i 
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At length, refolv'd his potent foe to awe, _ 
And guard his right, by ftatute and by law ; | 
A fait in Chancery the wretch begun : 
Nine happy terms, thro’ bill and anfwer, run, t 
Obtain’d his caufé,—had cofts and—was undone. 


On our imitating the French. 
‘T HE formal ape endeavours, all he can, 


_ With antic tricks to imitate a man 5 
1 fops no lefs ambitious feem 
To have a face, an air, a tail like them. 
From whom our tafte thus only difagrees, 
‘Thefe mimic apes—and we but mimic thefe. 


_ Ona Mlender Collection for Charity at Bath. - 


1 O little given at the church-door !— 

: This people doubtlefs muft be poor ! 
So much at gaming thrown away ! 
No nation, fure, fo rich as they. — 
Britons, ’twere greatly for your glory, 
Should thofe, who hall tranfmit your ftory,. 
Their notions of your grandeur frame, ft: 
Not as you give—but as you gamit. 


On the Bufto’s in Queen Caroline’s Grotto: 
. % By Dr. Swift. 
¥ EWIS the living genius fed, 

B., And rais’d the fcientific head : 


Our queen, more frugal of her meat, 
Raifes thofe heads which cannot eat. 


D 4 Anfwergd 


56 EPIGRAMS.> 


Anfwered. 


O UR queen, more anxious to be juft, 
Than flatter’d, rears the living buft, 
To thofe among the learned tribe, © 
Whom, Lewis-like, fhe cannot bribe. 


On a Regiment fent to Oxford, and a Prefent 
of Books to Cambridge, by King George’, 
1715. | 


‘T HE king, obferving with judicious eyes, 
The flate of both his univerfities, ~~ 

‘To one he fent a regiment ; for why? 

‘That learned body wanted loyalty :— 

‘To th’ other he fent books, as well difcerning, 
kiow much that /oyal body wanted learning. 


The friendly Conteft. 


HILE Cam and Jfs their /ad tribute bring: 
Of rival grief to weep their pious king, 
The bards of J/s half had been forgot, 
Had not the fons of Cam in pity wrote ; 
From their learn’d brothers, they took off the curfe,. 
Ard prov’d their verfe not bad—by writing worfe. 


i ad _ 


An honeft Prejudice. 


Cambridge foph, juft freed from band and pown, 
Went to the fermon, with his friend in town. _ 
The doftor, not a Sherlock, I fuppofe, 
Soon lull’d his audience to a fweet repofe. 
When, now, the flumberous charm was at an end, 
Up ftarts Cantab, and wakes his drowfy friend : id 
: e 


~ 
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He rubb’d his eyes, and curs’d the ftupid preacher, 
And, pray, fays he, d’you know this learned teacher ; 
No! cries the foph; but, ’ere the drone began, 

I knew our fate—for he’s an Oxford man. 


To Cardinal Richlieu. 


By Manf. Maynard, 


IC K of a life, poffefs’d-in vain, * 
I foon fhall wait upon the ghoft 
Of our late monarch; in whofe reign, 

' None, who had merit, mifs’d a, poft. 


Then will I charm him with your name, 
And all your glorious wonders done ; 

The pow’r of France,—the Spaniards fhame, 
The rifing honours of his fon. 


Grateful, the royal fhade will {mile, 
And dwell, delighted, on your name ; 

Sweetly appeas’d, his griefs beguile, 
And drown old loffes in new: fame.. 


But when he afks me, in. what poft: 
I did your wifh’d commands obey, 
And how. I fhared your favours moft ;: 
What would you pleafe to have me fay ? 


WN. B. To this the cardinal anfwer'd—‘« Nothing. —” : 


On the: Barrennefs of the Highlands. 
From Cleveland. ) 


AD‘ Cain Been Scot *, God had revers’d-his doom 3. 
Not fere’d to wander, but confin’d at home. 


* The popularity of this epigram isa ftriking inftance of the honeft 
“prejudice of a true Englishman, in favour of his own country.- 
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ptr bmp by tae feet 9 ag? ott 
ORD, what 4 ‘goodly thing is want of thirts't 
How a Scotch ftomach, and no meat, converts ? 


‘They wanted food and raiment, fo they took 
Religion for theit fempiftrefs dnd theit éook. . 


To Lord; msem—3° >, Sor 
E thought you without titles great, . 
And wealthy with a fmall eftate, 
While, by your humble felf alone, rime 
You feem’d unrated and unknown... lie nad 


But now on Fortune’s fwelling tide 
High-borne, in all the pomp of prides... 
Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf ; 

*Tis plain, my lord, you ‘knew yourfelfi 


Ch—ch—I} diffeéted : 
Written in Auguft, 1764. 


M AN, without one feeling for his kind); 
Without one feed of goodnefs in his minds 

Intent, on all he hates, to pour hisrage, 
Refpecting neither merit, rank, nor age’, ©. 
His chara¢ters to his own manners fuits ; 
A dear, exhibiting a fhew of brutes: — 
But deviates {till from fatyr’s moral plan 5 
He makes a moniter whom God made a man> 
And, while by flanders foul he courts applaufe,. 
Appears the very villaim thatthe draws. 
. Pairgt 207 a oh 7 % ’ 
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AMOROUS. 


From the Greek? 
By Dr. Swift. 


; W O goddeffes now muft Cyprus adore ; 
The mufes are ten, the graces are four: 

Stella’s wit is fo charming, fo {weet her fair face, 

She fhines a new Venus, 2 mufe, and a grace. 


From the Greek. 


mY O colours, laid by pencil on, 
N Can match her eye, her fkin, her hair! 
ho paints the fplendor of the fun, 
May paint the beauty of the fair! 
D6. From 
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Mie | From the Greek, 


I F youth and beauty fade, my dear, 

_ Impart them wifely, whilft you may :— 
If fill they laft, why fhould. you fear 

_ ‘To give what none can give away. 


‘The Greek paraphrafed. 


[ F the quick fpirit, Delia, in your eye, 

’Ere long will languifh, and muft one day die.; 
If every beauty, every youthful grace, 

Mutt furely fy from that forfaken face ; 

Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 

’Ere cruel time fuch goodly fruit deftroys. 


Rut, if thofe jetty locks muft ever grow, © 
Nor e’er be whiten’d o’er with age’s {now ; 


If thofe bright funs, thy eyes, muft know no fhade,. 


And thy now blooming beauties.never fade; | 
Then {cruple not, my Delia, to beftow: 
‘What, freely gather'd,. fhall.as freely grow. - 


Thus, nymph, whate’er the effects of time may proves. 


‘They furnifh motives itrong for prefent love. ° 


From: 
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From the Latin of Aufonius, >. | 
oe Epig. 105. ss 


ONG did great ‘Fove the weighty point debate, .- 
Whether a nymph or goddefs to create : 
Irrefolute, he cry’d, ** What muft be done ?— 
We'll form a nymph and goddefs both in one : 
«< But, from what pattern, of celeftial race, 
«¢ The features of her heav’nly part to trace ? Yet 
«© Shall lovely Venus to the picture fit? 
“< Or Pallas lend her air and fprightly wit?” 
Still unrefolv’d, thus to the lovely maid, 
As bright fhe rote, “< Be both at once,”. he faid: 
‘Hence both, in thy lov’d compofition, meet, 
As Pallas graceful, and as Venus {weet. 


From Aufonius : 
By Mr. Prior. 


rh NUS, take my votive glafs! 
Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this day I fhall be, 
Venus, let me never fee ! 


From Martial, Lib. i. Ep. 16. 
By Mr. M—~Im—th. 


HEN from her breaft chafle Arria fnatch’d the {word, 
; And gave the deathful weapon to her Jord 3 
My wound, fhe faid, believe me, does not {mart, 
But thine alone, my Pxtus, pains my heart.. 


Lib.. 
« 


«© Tam, my lovely Nevia / ever thine.” — 
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"abs B. Ep. 58. 
OU afk me, my friend, what lafs I'd enjoy ; 
Pd have one that is neither too coming—nor coy 5 
A medium is beft; that gives us no pain _ 
By too much indulgence—nor too much difdain. - 


_ From Martial, Lib. i.. Ep. 69. 


ET Rufus weep, rejoice, ftand, fit, or walk ;—« 
ib Still he can nothing but of Nevia talk :— 
Let him eat, drink, afk queftions, or difpute ; 
Still he muft- talk of Nevia, or be mute. 
He wrote to his father ending with this line = 


“Lib. vi. Ep. 34. 
By Sir Charles Hanbury Willams. 


NOME, Cloe, and give me fweet kiffes, 
For {weeter fure never girl gave ; 
But why, in the midft of my Uliffes, 
Do you afk me how many I'd have? 


I’m not to be ftinted in pleafure, __ 
Then, prithee, my charmer, be kind ; 
For, while I love thee above meafure, 
To numbers I’ll me’er be confin’d. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing ;. i 
Count the flow’rs that enamel its fields ; 

Count the flocks that on Tempe are ftraying 3. 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields. . 


Go number the flars in the heaven ; 
Count how many fands on the fhores — 


-, When fo many kifles you've given, 


I ftill fhall be craving for more.. 


AMORGEE — ® 
‘To a heart full of love let me hold thee; ep 
To a heart which, dear Cloe, is thine ; 
With my arms I'll for ever infold thee, 
And twift round thy-limbs, like a. vine... 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips fhall befpent;. _ 
But the wretch that can number‘his kiffes, 
With few will be ever content. , 


The Fe:ne /eay quot = 
By Mr, MM. Whitehead: 


ES; I’m in love, I feel zt now, 
And Celia has undone me ; 
And yet I’ll fwear I can’t tell how 
The pleafing plague ftole on me. 


?Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel : | 

Tis not her fhape, for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her-air, for fure in that 
There’s nothing -more than common > 
And all-her fenfe is only ‘chat, 
Like any other woman. 
Her voice, her touch, might give th’ alarm,-= 
*T'was both perhaps-+or nerther : 
In fhort, ’twas that provoking charm 
Of Celia altogether. 


“** Conjugal Love. - 
To Mrs. S— 


% 7 HY, Celia, fhould the dazzling fire 
ue Of fierce, infatiate defire, 
‘Glow on each poet’s. tongue—? 
‘While 
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While every fwain in every grove, _ ime ie baae 


To lucklefs or to lawlefs love. 
Still tunes the amorous fong. — > \* 


And fhall not Foy confirm’d, the beft, 
he gayeft inmate of the breaft, vty 
Awake one poet’s lute? 
Shall airy Hope exalt his ftrain, 
Defpair in dying notes complain, +: 
nw Ct. Gratitude be. mute Poo oie ae 


WO wom Oe lt " as 


A wifer and moré virtuous rule, °° . 0° 
In nature's uncorrupted fchool, ~ 
The feather'd:fongfters learns) 
The lark, the nightingale, and thrufh,. 
All fluttering chirp frem bufh to’ bufh, 


When fir with love:they burn: | 
But when they’ve form’d the genial :neft,. | 
Each of his conftant mate poffeft, -. ts 

Their joys then know no. bounds :__ 
Mufic expands their little throats,. , 
And, with the wild, ecitatic notes, __ 

Hills, dales, and woods refound, 


** By Mt Addifon. 7 >" 


Y love was fickle once and changing,. 
Nor. e’er. would fettle’ inumy heart 5: / 
From beauty fill to beauty ranging, -* |; 
In every face I found adart. > 


"Twas firft a charming. fhape enflav’d me, 
_ _ An eye then gave the Fatal ftroke: — 
Tul by her wit Corinna {av'd me, ., 
And all my former fetters broke... 


© 7h ' 
eh lS, 


But now a long and lafting anguifh 
_. For Belvidera I endure; . 
Hourly I figh and ‘hourly languifh, 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure,’ 


For here the falfe, inconftant lover, 
After a thoufand beauties fhown, 

Does new, furprifing charms difcover, 3 
And finds—variery in Oxze. 


On a Lady’s Girdle: } 
By Waller. — 


H A'T which her flender waift confin’d 
Shall now my joyful temples bind ; 
‘No monarch but would. give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. . i : 


It was my heav’n’s extremelt /phere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer ; 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move. ble 


A narrow compafs! and yet there 
Dwelt all that’s good, and all that’s fair! 
Give me but what this ribbon bound, yoegek 
Take all the reft the fun goes round. YBa it, 


Under a Lady’s Picture: 
By the fame. 


UCH Helen was! and who can blame the boy, 
That in fo bright a flame confum’d his Troy? 
But, had like virtue fhone in that fair Greek, 
The am’rous fhepherd had nat dar‘d to feek 
Or hope for pity; but, with filent moan, 


And better fate, had perifhed alone, 
: ms: Te 
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flowers in her Bofom— 
. Inthe Style of Waller 


O, lovely flower, in all thy pride, 
To that fair bofom go! 
There thou thy fnowy. bloffoms hide, 
In whiter drifts of fnow. 


Yet, warmer than thy native clime, 
Thou'lt find that feat of love ! 

Matur’d to fruit before thy time, 
As in the genial ftove. 


Ah! no, with fragrant fweets oppreft, 
You there entranc’d fhall lie: | 

And like her fwain, fupremely bleft, 
In ecftacies muft die! 


** To, Mrs. W— on het putting Oranges i 


Love-Tears. 
OAS T not thy, golden fhow’r, great Fove / Beholds. 
Cupid defcends in fhow’rs more rich than gold! 


To a Painter, drawing a Lady’s Picture. 


HE * wretch that fove’s artillery feign’d fo well, 
By real thunder and true lightning fell ; 

How then dar’ft thou, with equal danger, try 

To counterfeit the lightning of hereye? _ 

Painter, defift! or foon th’ event will prove, 

That Love’s as jealous of his arms ag Yove. 


‘To a Lady, playing on the Lute. 


2 O burning Rome when frantic Nero play’d, 
Viewing that face, no more he had furvey’d 


® Salmonevs, 


The 


AMOROUS... 6 


The raging flames; but, ftruck with ftrange furprife, 
Confefs’d them lefs than thofe of Anna’s eyes : 

But, had he heard thy lute, he foon had found 

His rage eladed, and his crime aton’d+ 

Thine, like Amphion’s hand, ‘had wak’d the ftone, 
And from deftruétion call’d the rifing town ; 

Malice to mufic had been forc’d to yield ; 

Nor could he burn {0 faft as thou couldit build. 


To a Lady fting by a Bee. 


O heal the wowada bee had made 
Upon my Deka’s face, 
Its honey to the part fhe laid, 
And bade me kifs the place: 


Pleas’d, I obey’d, and, from the wound, 
Suck’d both the {weet and fmart; .. 
The honey on my lips I found, 
The fting within my heart, 


On being expell’d'a Lady’s Company. * 


HUS Adam look’d, when from the garden driv’n, . 
And thus difputed ordérs fent from heav’n: = 

Like him Igo, tho’ to depart I’m loth ; ; 

Like him I go, for angels ative us both, 

Hard was his fate, but mine ftill more unkind ; 

His Zve went with him, but mine ftays behind. _ 


The Modeft Swain. 


‘HEN firft I gazv’d on C/oe’s face, 
And faw each killing eye, 

I thought ’twas heav’nand fo it was, 
But not for fuch as I. ‘ , 
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"By Mr. Nogot, 


HO? chearful, iferect; and with freedokm melted, 


She never repented ah idle word faid : 
Securely fhe fmiles on the forward and bold, 


They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold. 
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Written in a Lady’s Sherlock upon. Death 


By Lord: Ch-rf—-ld. sot 


ISTAKEN fir, lay Sherlock bys 
His doétrine is deceiving ;. 
For, whilft he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 4) 


To die’s a leffon we fhall know 

Too foon without a mafter 5° <7 
Then let us only ftudy now,  ° ~~ 

- How we may live the fatter. jai + 


a a 
To live’s to love, to blefs, be blef'd, 
With mutual inclination ; 3 
Share then my ardour in your breaft, 
And ‘kindly meet my pafion- 


But, if thus blefs’d I may, not live, 4 
And pity you deny; . ; 

To me at leaft your Sherlock give, 
°Tis I muft-learn to die.” 


Toa Lady with a new Watch: 


By Lord L- 


; ul 
F 


W ITH me while prefent, may sea lovely eyes 


Be never turn d upon this golden toy : 


Think every pleafing hour too fwiftly flies, 
Aud meafure time by joy tnccestipai joye. 


7 


But 


i * 
But when the cates; thatinterrupt our blifsy .: ¢ , 

To me not always will thy fig ROW ig 
_ Then oft, with kind:impatierice, Idok'6n this, 

Then ev'ry minute count—as Ido now... 


ty. v8 0 By the fame, 


N ONE, without hope, e’er lov’d the brighten fairs 
But-love can, hope where reafon would defpair. 

*» Conftancy. . 
T RUE conftancy no time, no pow’r can move 3s Lam 
He that hath known to change, ne’er knew to love, 


pig; 


_. The Folly of Love. 
LD. ‘love, like agues; ever intermit, i 
How fhould we blufh, in abfence of the fit ! 


% ’ 4 
® - 


se Jealoufy. <j OP 
HE fhaken tree.grows fafter at the root; | 
3 And love grows firmer for fome blafts of doubt; 


be Sta Sane 
By Dr. Atterbury—in his Youth, 


LAV IA the leaft and flighteft toy’ _ 
F Can with refiftlefs art employ. ©” ' 
This fan, in meaner hands, would prove 

_ An engine of {mall force in love ; 

Yet fhe, with graceful air and mien, 

Not to be told, or fafely feen,. — 

- Direéts its wanton motion 40, 
‘That it wounds more than Cupid’s' bow; ~~ 

_ Gives coolnefs to the matchlefs dame, |” 
‘To every other breaft a flame. 


Oa 


On a Handkerchief worked by Mrs," ” 


By Lord Landfdown,. ° 
HEN Myra cafts around her conquering eyes, — 
A thoufand victims fall a facrifice. . 
No bounds her charms acknowledge, but her will; 
And wherefoe’er fhe darts a look can kill, 
Why fhould fhe then new artifices find, 
T’extend her pow’r, and vanquifh human kind ? 
Cannot the pointed rays, fhot from her eyes, 
Her graceful perfon, and her air fuffice ? 
But fhe muft triumph in acquir’d art, . 42 
And turn her very needle to a dart. 


By the fame. 


fNLOE, now married, looks at men no more: | 
Why then, .’tis plain, for what fhe look’d before, T 


A Patch upon a Lady’s F ace. 


HA T artful fpeck upon her face 
Had been a foil on one lefs fairs 
In her it hides a wounding grace, _ 
And fhe, in mercy, plac’d it there. 


** To Chloe 5 on ber wearing patches. , 


TT HE wrinkled Flavia patches wearsy,. an 
To hide the furrow’d trace of years. — > 4 
With patches, pimple Phyllis covers 

Her imperfections from her lovers. 

But, why, ah! why fhould they difgrace 
And hide fo much of Chlce’s face ? | 
Where each a Cupid muft difarm, 

And each conceal a native charm. __. 
Fye! Chloe; all thefe arts defpife; 

Diftru& not thofe all-conquering eyes: 
wt 3 


Ne 
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No more thy angel beauty fhroud; 
But fhine, like heaven,—without a cloud. 


Written in a Lady’s Pocket-Book. 


| ‘-F'T H what ftrange raptures would my foul be bleft, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breaft? 

As I, from that, all former marks efface, ! 

And, uncontroul’d, put new ones in their place ; 

So might I chace all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the room impart! 

But, ah! how fhort the blifs would prove, if he 

Who feiz’d it next, mighf do the fame by me! 


LOE’s the wonder of her fex = 

"Tis well her heart is tender, 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex, 

* With virtue to defend her ? 

But nature, gracioufly inclin’d, 
Not bent to vex, but pleafe us, 

Has, to her boundlefs beauty, join’d - 
A boundlefs will to eafe us. . 


To Cloe weeping: 


S EE, whilft thou weep’ft, fair Cloe, {ee 
xJ The world in fympathy with thee : 
The chearful birds no longer fing, 

Each droops his head, and hangs his wing ; 
The clouds have bent their booms low’r, 
And fhed their forrows in a fhow’r: 

The brooks beyond their limits fow, ~ 
And louder murmurs {peak their woe. 

The nymphs and f{wains adopt thy cares, 
They learn thy fighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantaftic nymph! that gréeffhould move — t 
Thy heart obdurate againtt love : 

Strange tears! whofe power can foften all, 
But that dear breaft on which they-fall. 


: Oz 
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On a Lady with fine Eyes_and a bad Voice. 


UCETTA’s charms our hearts furprife, 
; At once, with love and wonder : 
She bears Jove’s lightning in her eyes, 
But in her voice his thunder.— 


To Mira at a Review: 
By Lord Lanfdown. 
ET meaner beauties conquer fingly ftill, 
, L But haughty Mira will by thoufands kill ; 
Through well-arm’d ranks triumphantly ‘he drives, 
And with one glance commands a thoufand lives ; 


The trembling heroes nor refift nor fly, 
But at the head of all their fquadrons die. 


Infcription under a Statue of Cupid: + 
By the fame. | . 


H OE’ER thou art, thy lord and mafter fee 5. 
Thou was’ my flave,- thou art, or thou halt bes 


On Women : 
By the fame. | a 
W OMEN tocards may be compar’d; we play _ 


A round or two; when us’d, we throw away :— 
Take a frefh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, é 
Who cuts or fhuffles with our dirty leaving— 


The Relief : 
By the fame. 


F two reliefs to eafe a love-fick mind, 
Flavia prefcribes defpair: I urge, be kind. 
Flavia, be kind; the remedy’s as fure : 
Tis the moft pleafant and the quickeft cure. . 
Te 


AMOROUS, 9g 
To a Lady on her Parrot, 


' A 741 EN nymphs were coy, and love could not prevail, . 
The gods difguis’d were never known to fail. 

Leda was chaite, but yet a feather’d Jove 

Surpris’d the fair, and taught her how to love : 

There’s no celeftial, but his heav’n would quit 

For any form, which might to you admit, 

See! how the wanton bird, \at every glance, 

Swells his glad plumes, and feels an amorous trance ; 

‘The queen of beauty has forfook the dove, 

Henceforth the parrot be the bird of love, 


On a Lady viewing herfelf in a Stream. 


EHOLD thefe waves! ah, never at'a ftay ! 
B How fwift their courfe, how foon they glide away! 
_ Each virgin’s envy now, and lover's theme, _ 
‘Thy beauties, Myra, are that fleeting ftream, 
Each, after each, how foon fhall they retire? 
Thy cheek refign its bloom, thine eye its fire ? 
Myra, be loft, new wonders to fupply, 
That other Myra’s may be born—to dic. 


‘To an angry Rival. 
. i ik IS not the fear of death or {mart 
Makes me averfe ‘to fight ; 
But to preferve a tender heart, —o.. 
Not mine, but C/ia’s right. 
Then let your fary be fupprefs'd, 
Not me, but Celia {pare ; 
Your {word is welcome to my breaft, 


When Cee/ia is not there. | 


ORGIVE, fair creature, form’d to pleafe ; 
F Forgive a wond’ring youth’s defite : 
Thofe charms, thofe virtues, when he fees, 

How can he fee, and not admire ? 


While 
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: While each the other fill improves, 
The faireft face, the faireft mind ; 
Sure all muft grant, ‘* not he that loves, 
But he that loves you not, is blind.” 


The charitable Fair-one. 


ELINDA has fuch wond’rous charms, 
Tis heaven to lie within her arms : 
And fhe’s fo charitably given, 
~ She wifhes all mankind in heaven. 
‘ 


The Beauty of Innocence. 


OOR Selinda goes to pray’rs, 
P If I but afk the favour ; 
And yet the tender fool’s in tears, 
When hhe believes I'll leave her... 


Would I were free from this reftraint, 
Or elfe had hopes to win her ; 

Would the could make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a finner. 


On a Lady’s Picture. 


“p HE poet and the painter fafely dare iy 
To form an image of the proudeft fair: . 
Your brighter charms, by lavifh nature wrought, 
Tranfcend the painter’s fkill, the poet's thought. 


To Julia throwing a Snow-Ball. 


Y OUNG wanton Julia flung the gather’d fhow, 
Nor fear’d I burning from the wat’ry blow : 
*Tis cold, I cried, but ah! too foon-I found, 
Sent by that hand, it dealt a fcorching wound, 
Refiftlefs fair! we fly thy power in vain, 

Who turn’ft to fiery darts the frozen rain. 


ine ee a ee - . 5 is Th ¢ 
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‘Burn, Julia, burn like me; and that defire, 
With water which thou kindleft, quench with fre. 


The Amorous Conteft. 
mM’ love and I for kiffes play’d ; 


She would keep ftakes; I was content : 
But, when I won, fhe would be paid ; 
I, angry, afk’d her, what fhe meant? 
Nay, fince, fays fhe, you wrangle thus in vain, 
Give me my kiffes back ; take yours again ! 


: ry ie 
Written on a Window, under a Vow againft 
Matrimony. 


HE Lady who this refolution took, 
Wrote it on glafs, to thew it might be broke. 


On a Feather in a Lady’s Hair. 


F Choe but wear it, a feather’s a charm ; 
Ah! who can be fafe, when fuch weapons can harm? 
Since firft I beheld it, what a life have I led ? 
All joy arid content with that feather are fled. 
Fly, youth, from this beauty, whoever thou art; 
_ And, .warn’d by the feather, beware of the dart. 


On Mrs. Dunch. 
By Mr. Walp. 


Fi! Dunch if fewer with thy charms are fir’d, 
O Than when by Godfrey’s name thou wat admir’d : 
*Tis not that marriage makes thee feem lefs fair, / 
But then we 4op’d, and now we mutt aefpair / 


* This kind of mix’d wit was much in vogue in the laftage—But {5 
now fo well underftood, that young people need net be caution’d againit 
a wrong-plac’d admiration, 

E 2 On 
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On the Duchefs of St. Alban’s.— 
By Lord Halifax. 


HE line of Vere, fo long renown’d in arms, 

Concludes with luftre in St. Alban’s charms : 
Her conquering eyes have made their race complete, 
They rofe in valour, and in beauty fet. 


On Lady Harriot Godolphin. 
ODOLPHIN’s eafy and unprattis’d air 
& J Gains without art, and governs without care ; 


Her conquering race with various fate furprife, 
Who ’fcape heir arms, are captives to ber eyes. 


EE, fee, the wakes, Sabina wakes ! 
And now the /ua begins to rife! . 
Lefs glorious is the morn, that breaks 
From 4is bright beams, than er fair eyes. 


With light united day they give: 
But different fates, ’ere night, fulfill : 
How many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coolnefs kill !— 


Written in a Lady’s Milton. 


E E here, how bright the firft-born virgin fhone, 
S And how the firft fond lover was undone! 

Such charming words our beauteous mother fpoke, 

As Milton wrote; and, fuch as yours, her look ; 
Yours, the beft copy of that perfect face, 

Whofe beauty was to furnifh all the race. 

Such charms no author could efcape but he ; 

There’s no way to be fafe, but not to fee! 


From the French. 


‘Die with fadnefs, if the blufhing fair 
“di ‘Thefe eyes adore, rejeéts her lover’s pray’r ; 


\ 


AMOROUS. ie 


I die with tranfport if her gentle ear 

Is pleas’d her lover's foft complaint to hear, 
How can a wretch ev’n hope his fate to fhun, 
Both by her rigour and her fmiles undone? 
Each way I look, I view my ruin fure, 

Fall by the wound, or perifh by the cure. 


On a Fan: 


Ln which the Story of Cephalus and Procris was painted, 
with the Motto, ** Aura veni.” 


OME, gentle air, th’ Zolian fhepherd faid, “ 
C While Procris panted ia the fecret fhade, 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her fwain expiring lies. 

Lo! the glad gales o’er all her beauties ftray, 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play: 

In Delia’s hand this toy is fatal found, 

Nor could that fabled dart more furely wound. 

Both gifts deftructive to the giver prove ; 

Alike both lovers fall, by thofe they love. 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright deftroyer lives ; > 
At random wounds, nor knows the wounds fhe gives ; 
She views the ftory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 


By Mr. N—g—t. 


Lov’d thee beautiful and kind, 
And plighted an eternal vow :- 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, i 
*Iwere perjury to love thee now. i 


By Lord Lyttl—n. 


S AY, Myra, why is gentle love : 
A ftranger to that mind, : 
Which pity and efteem can move, *v 
Which can be juft and kind ? ee « 
x | E 3 ie 
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~ Ys it becaufe you fear to fhare . 
The ills that love moleft! 


The jealous doubt, the tender care 
That rack thé amorous breaft ? 


Alas! by fome degree of woe 

We every blifs muft gain ; : 
‘The heart can ne’er a, tranfport know, 
_ That never feels a pain. — 


By Mr. N—g—t. 


", Af Y heart ftill hovering round about you, 
M I thought I could not live without you: 
Now we have liv’d three months afunder, | 
How I liv'd with you is the wonder. 


By the fame. 


HY like a tyrant wilt thou reign, 
| When thou may’ft rale the willing mind ? 

Can the poor pride of giving pain 

Repay the joys that wait the kind? 
I-curfe my fond enduring heart, 

Which fcorn’d prefumes not to be free; 
Condemn’d to feel a doub!e fmart, 

‘To hate myfelf and burn for thee. 


- By the fame. 


OV ELY fhines thy wedded fair, 
y Gentle as the yielding air: 
Chearing as the folar beam ; 
Soothing as the fountain-ftream. 
Why then, jealous hufband, rail? 
All may breathe the ambient gale, 3) 
Bafk in heaven’s diffufive ray, : pti Mom 
Drink the ftreams that pafs away. 


Afl may fhare unleffening joy, 
Why then, jealous, peevifh boy ? 
Water, air, and light confine, 
Ere thou think’it her only thine. 
Written in Silvia’s Prior: 
ot Ry DG ? . 
NTOUCH’D by love, unmov’d by wit, 
I found no charms in Matthew’s lyre; 
But unconcern’d read all he writ, . | 
Tho’ love-and Phebus did infpire. 
Till Sylvia took her favourite’s part, 
Refoly’d to prove my judgment wrong— 
Her proofs prevail’d, they reach’d my heart, 
And foon I fel the poet’s fong. ba 


~ On a Lady’s Embroidery.—By the fame. 
RACHN.E once,.as poets tell, .. .. ), 4 
A goddefs at her art defied ; 
But foon the daring mortal fell 
The haplefs victim of her pride. 
Oh! thou beware Arachne’s fate ; 
Be prudent, Cloe, and fubmit, 
For you'll more furely feel her hate, ». work wr 
Who rival both her art and wit. wth oA 


To Lady H—ys © 
: By Voltaire. 
——Y, would you know the paflion 
You have kindled in my. breaft, 
Trifling is the inclination, | 
That by words can be expref’'d. 6 .oe 
In my flence fee the lover, | seep hoes 
True love is by filence known ; 
In my eyes you'll beft difcover 
_ All the power of your own. 
E 4 3 The 
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The Rattle. 


ITT Y’s charming woice and face, 
Syren-like, firft caught my fancy 5 5 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on fprightly Nancy. 


Kitty tunes her pipe in vain, 

With airs mott languifhing and dying ; 
Calls me falfe ungrateful fwain, 

And tries in vain to fhoot me flying. 


Nancy, with refiftlefs art, 
_ Always humourous, gay, and witty, 
Has ¢a/k’d herfelf into my heart, 

And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 


Ah! Kitty, Love, a wanton boy, 

Now pleas’d with fong and now with prattle, 
Sull longing for the neweft toy, 

Has chang’d his whiftle for a rattle. 


Left upon a Young Lady’s Toilette, ey: a 


OFT god of fleep, when next you fteal, 
To charming Calia’s eyes, 

"Lo the dear maid in dreams reveal, 

Who ’tis that for her dies. 
But, fhould the fair one be difpleas’d, 

At the unwelcome theme, 
Fly her, and let her heart be eas’d 

By finding it a dreant. 


Toa young Lady with a Pair of Gloves, on 
Valentine’s Day, /aid to be by Dr. B—y. 


RIMFUL of anger, not of love, Tek 
B The champion fends his foe a glove ; . 
But I that have a double fhare 
Of th’ fofter paflion—fend a pa’'r. 

‘Nor think it, deareft Delia, cruel. 
That I invite you to a duel. 


Ready 


AMOROUS. 8 


Ready to meet you face to face, 

At any time, in any place : 

Nor fhall 1 leave you in the lurch, 

Tho’ you fhould dare to fix the church. 
There come equipp’d with all your charms, 
A ring and licence are my arms. 

I will th’ unequal conteft try, 

Refolv’d to fight, tho’ fure to die. 


To a Lady playing at Quadrille. 


Bo ite Goddefles of old, on Ida’s hill, 

Sat with young Paris, playing at quadrille : 

The fhepherd held the hand ; but whom to call, 

That was the doubt ; contention’s fatal ball! - 
Diamonds proud monarch Juno wav’d on high, ° 
‘Emblem of wealth, and pow’r, and majetty. 

But Pallas, hoping to infpire the youth, 

With love of virtue, and a zeal for truth, 

Shew’d him the majefty of {pades, thereby 

_ Inviting him to toil and induftry ; : a 
Whillt Yexus, practifing her ufual arts, : 
Glanc’d at him, thrice, the majefty of hearts. 

But oh! if you, Belinda, had been there, 

Adorn’d with fuch a face, with fuch an air !— 

So much good fenfe with fo much beauty join’d, 

So fair a ies inrich’d with fuch a mind, 

Would foon have fix’d his choice: In you we fee 

All the perfections of each deity. 

There are no charms, but what your prefence brings, 
And, play who will, yet you 4o/d‘all the kings! 


** On Mifs Fanny Carelefs. 


| c Are ess by name, and Carele/: by nature ; 
: Carelefs of fhape, and Carele/s of feature. 
Carele/s in drefs, and Carelefs in air ; 
Carele/s of riding in coach or in chair, 
; Bs Careleft 


Sh 1s anit pre teas ee as 
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Carelefs of love, and Carele/s of hate ; 

Carele/s if crooked, and Carele/s if ftrait: 
Carele/s at table, and Carele/s in bed ; 

Carelefs if maiden, and Carele/s if wed. 
Carelefs at church, and Carelefs at play ; 

~ Carelefs if company go, or. they ftay. 

E’en Care/e/s at tea, not minding chit-chat ; 
So Carele/s ! fthe’s Carele/s for this or for that. 
Carele/s of all love or wit can propofe ; 

She’s Carele/s—fo Carele/s—there’s nobody knows. 

Oh! how could E love thee, thou dear Carele/ thing ! 
(O happy, thrice happy!—I’d envy.no King!) 
Were you careful for once to return mé your love, — 

I car’d not how Carelefs to others you prove. 
I then fhould be Carele/s how Carele/s you were $ 
And the more Carele/s you, itill the lefs I thould care. 
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From the Greek of Solon. 


G O ME wicked men are rich, fome good men poor; 
w? Yet ’d not change my virtue for their ftore. r 
Virtue’s a fure poffeffion, firm as fate, : 

While wealth now flies to this man, now to that. 


) , 7 fi oe fi ate 
Onjthe Gout. oa 
ROM Love and Bacchus, netve-relaxing, 9 (oA 
Too frequently, no doubt, is Boo a 
ks born that other hopeful offspring ght 
The nerve-relaxing gout. > 


E 6 


> 
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_ Againft Life. : an NS 
| From the Greek of Pofidippus, = ~~ 
W H AT tranquil road, unvex’d by ftrife, 


Can mortals chufe thro’ human life ? 
Attend the courts, attend the bar— 
‘There difcord reigns, and endlefs jar: 
At home the weary wretches find 
Severe difquietude of mind : 7 
To till the fields gives toil and pain 
Eternal terrors fweep the main: a 
If rich, we fear to lofe our ftore ; we 
Need and diftrefs await the poor: 
Sad cares the bands of Hymen give ; 
Friendlefs, forlorn, th’ unmarry’d live: 
Are children born ? we anxious groan 3 
Childlefs, our lack of heirs we moan : 
Wild, giddy fchemes our youth engage ; 
Weaknefs and wants deprefs old-age. 
Would fate then with my with comply, 
id never live, or quickly die. 


For Life: 
From the Greek of Metredorus, 


ANEKIND may rove, unvex’d by ftrife, 
Thro’ ev’ry road of human life. 
Fair wifdom regulates the bar, 
And peace concludes the wordy war :. 
At home aufpicious mortals find 
Serene tranquillity of mind ; 
All-beauteous nature decks the plain ; 
And merchants plow for gold the main: . 
Refped arifes from our ftore ; . 
Security from being poor; . é 
‘ . « .More 
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More joys the bands of Hymen give ; 
Tl’ unmarried with more freedom live : 
If parents, our blefs’d lot we own; 
Childlefs, we have no caufe to moan: 
Firm vigourscrowns our youthful flage 5 
And venerable hairs old-age, 
Since all is good, then who would cry, 
‘* I’d never live, or quickly die?” 
FF. 


» . Lucian’s Greek Epigram, 


- Infcribed on a Column ereEted in a Piece of Land, that had 
been often bought and fold. 


Imitated, 


Whom thou f{e’eft begirt with tow’ring oaks, 

] 9 Was once the property of John o’Nokes; 
On him profperity no longer {miles, 

And now I feed the flocks of John o’Stiles. 

My former mafter call’d me by his name ; 

My prefent owner fondly does the fame: 

While I, alike unworthy of their cares, 

Quick pafs to captors, purchafers, or heirs, 

Let no one henceforth take me for his own, 

For, Fortune! Fortune! I am thine alone. 

C. 9, 


From the Greek - 
By Prior, 


REAT Bacchus, born in thunder and in fire, 
By native heat afferts his dreadful fire : 
Nourifh’d near fhady rills and cooling ftreams, 
He to the nymphs. avows his am’rous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine *, v 
The moral fays, “* Mix water with your wine.” 
® A noted tayern, A ve 
Solon’s 
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Solon’s feptennial Divifion of Time. r | 


HE /even firft years of life, man’s break of day, « 
| / Gleams of fhort fenfe, a dawn of thought difplay ; ; 
When fourteen fprings have bloom’d his downy cheek, — 
His foit and bafhful meanings learn to fpeak : 
From ¢qwenty-one proud manhood takes its date ; 

Yet is not ftrength complete till sqwenty-eight : 

Thence, to his fve-and-thirtieth, life’s gay fire 

Sparkles, burns bright, and flames in fierce defire : 

At forty-two his eyes grave wifdom wear, pede, He 
And, the dark future dims him o’er with care: 
With forty-nine behold his toils increafe, ioe 
And bufy hopes and fears difturb his peace : 
At ffty-/x cool reafon reigns intire, | 
Then life burns fteadv, and with temp’rate fire : 
But Axty-three unbends the body’s ftrength, 
Ere th’ unweaty’d mind has run her length: 
And when, from /eventy, age furveys her laft, 
Tir’d, fhe ftops fhort, and wifhes all were paft. 


From the Laryn. 


».) Martial, Lib. i. Ep. 26. 
r By Mr, Hay. . 


H OU, whom (if faith or honour recommends 
A friend) I rank amongft my deareft friends 3 
Remember you are now almoft threefcore ; 
Few days of life remain, if any more : 
‘Defer not what no future time infures,* 
And only what is paft, efteem that your’s. 
Succeflive cares and trouble for you flay, ~ 
Pleafure not fo ; it nimbly fleets away 3 
Then feize it faft; embrace it ere it flies ; 
in the embrace it vanifhes and dies. 
«4 VR 
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** Pll live to-morrow,” will a wife man fay ? 
To-morrow is too late’;—then live to-day. 


Martial, Lib. i. Ep. 3. 


HY doft thou come, great cenfor of the age, 
V To fee the loofe divestices of the flage? 
With awful countenance and brow fevere, 
What, in the name of goodnels, doft thou here? 
See the mix’d croud, how giddy, lewd, and vain! 
Doft thou come in bat to go out again? 


oe | 
Lib. i. Epig. 56. 


S INCE you, whom all the world admires, 

Would know what your poor friend defites ; 

Some little {pot of earth he prays, 

To pafs incognito his days. 
Who'd bear the noify pomp ‘of ftate, | wi 
Or croud of clients at his gate, | 
That might, in his own fields and wood, 
Find his diverfion and his food ? | 
His ponds with various fifhes ftor’d ; 
The bees for him their honey hoard +: 

_ A nut-brown lafs, both kind and neat, 

* ‘To make his bed and drefs his meat... - 

_ He that hates me, or like’s not this,, 
May he ne’er talte fo {weet a blifs ; 

But, fool’d by riches and renown, 

' Still-ftay behind and rot in town, 


Martial, Lib. li, Ep. 80, Pest 
By Mr. Hay. - 


“FF IMSELF he flew, when he the foe would fly 5 
What madnef$ this—for fear of death to die? | 
xe : cE SB 
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Lib. v. Ep. 42. 


HIEVES may break locks, and with your cafh retire ; 
, Your ancient feat may be confum’d by fire: 
Debtors refufe to pay you what they owe ; 
Or your ungrateful field the feed you fow : 
You may be plunder’d by a jilting whore ; 
Your fhips may fink at fea, with all their ftore : 
Who gives to friends, fo much from fate fecures ; 
That is the only wealth forever your’s. Ht sof 


Ep w52 en 


O U R favours to me I remember well, 

But do not mention them—becaufe you tell : 
Whenever I begin, I’m anfwer’d ftrait, 
‘« T heard, from his own mouth, what you relate.” 
"Two ill become the bufinefs but of one ; 
Be you but filent, I will fpeak alone, 
Great are your gifts; but, when proclaim’d around, 
The obligation dies upon the fouad. 


Lib. vi, Ep, 25. 


HOU true defcendant of a worthy fire, 
Whom in the field the Ruffian troops admire ; 
_ Take the advice your friend at home thinks beft, 
And keep it like the military cheft. i 
Let not your eager valour make you run as 
On a pike’s point, or mouth of a great gun: 
Thick fkulls are beft againft a fabre; you 
May guard your country, and may grace it too, 


Te 
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» 


To the Dean of L 


On his obferving that the Men of this Age are averfe to 


Matrimony : 
By a young Lady. 


7 OU tell us, with a ferious air, 

What we without a figh can hear: 
You fay your fex no longer deign 
To pay their vows at Hymen’s fane ; 
E’en let them take their final leave, 
For little caufe have we to grieve : 
_ What does our fex by marriage gain ? © 
_ A plenteous fhare of care and pain. 
Soon as we give our hand away, 
And utter that dread word obey, 
Fair freedom inftant takes its flight; 
_ We bid adieu to each delight : 
For, tho’ we chance to wed a fool, 
_ As hufband, he’ll expect to rule ; 
Will think he’s fenfe enough to guide ; 
- For all men have their fhare of pride.— 
Good-nature and good fenfe are feen 
But feldom to unite in. men: 
In fome, I own, fome few they join ; 
In thee confpicuoufly they fhine! 
But, of mankind, how {mall a part 
Poflefs fo good, {fo great a heart ! 
The nymph who in love’s lott’ry tries, 
Stands a poor chance—to gain a prize; 
The beit when got, alas how {mall ! 
Though for that prize we hazard all. 


wt On 
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rir On a Statue of Diana Bathing — es 
Placed in a Grove 
By Dr. Ht <1 of Bath. 


WEET Solitude! fair Virtue’s fafe repofe, 

Thou fober fount, whence Contemplation flows! 
Immerfion bleft! whofe kindly ftreams difpenfe © 
The foul’s ablution from the taint of fenfe ; alto iy 
Adown thy current Truth comes beft refin’d, 
And Folly leaves all impotence of mind. a 
This, the fair emblem of fuch health, we gain, i 
So chafte, fo pure from intellectual ftain ; £4 i 
With new-born vigour from thefe depths we rile, 
Nor leave one ling’ring thought beneath the fkies. . 


** By Dr. Doddridge. ° | 
Alluding to bis Motte, “© Dum vivimus, vivamus.” 


se | ee V E, while you live,” the Epicure would fay; 
And feize the pleafures of the prefent day. 

‘¢ Live while you live,” the facred Preachef cri¢s, 

And give to God each moment as it flies. 

Lord, in my views let both united be ; 

I live in pleafure, when I live to thee, 


To a young Lady, on her Birth-Day, being 
the Firft of April. 


| pe T others write with vain defigns, 
I feek fome moral in my lines, 
Which whofoever reads mutt bear, : 
Or great, or learn’d, or young, or fair ; 
Permit me then, with friendly lay, 

To moralife your April-day. 


Checquer’d, 


MORAIS  . gt 


Checquer’d, your natal month appears, 
With funny gleams and cloudy tears ; 
Tis thus the world our truft beguiles, | 
Tts frowns as tranfient as its fmiles; 

Nor pain nor pleafure long will ftay, © 
For life is but an 4pri/-day. 


Health will not always laft in bloom, 
But age or ficknefs furely come ; 
Are friends belov’d ? why fate muft feize 
Or thefe from you, or you from thefe: 
Forget not, earneft in your play, 
For youth is but an Aprileday. 


When piety and fortune move 
Your heart to try the bands of love, 
As far as duty gives you pow’r, 
Guiltlefs, enjoy the prefent hour : 
Gather your rofe-buds while you may, 
For love is but an 4pri/-day. % | 


From Prior. 


LES S’D be the princes who have fought 
For pompous names or wide dominion ; 
Since, by their error, we are taught, 
That happinefs is but opinion. 


The With: 
By Mr, Merrick. ! 


) AY I, through life’s uncertain tide, 
M. Be ftill from pain exempt ; 
May all my wants be ftill fupply’d ; 
My ftate too low t’admit of pride, 

And yet above contempt. 
Buy 
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But, fhould your providence divine 
A greater blifs intend 3. 

May all thefe bleffings you defign, 

If e’er thofe bleflings fhall be mine, 
Be center’d in a friend! 


‘Fortune ¢ 
By Lord Lanfdown. 


HEN Fortune feems to fmile, ’tis then I fear 
Some lurking ill, fome hidden mifchief near: 
Us’d to her frowns, I ftand upon my guard, 
And, arm’d in virtue, keep my foul prepar’d, 
Fickle and falfe to others fhe may be; 
Ican complain but of her confancy. 


~ 


To a young Lady—on her breaking a Glafs: 
By her Brother. 


EF, fifter, in this fhatter'd glafs, 
The fate of many a pretty lafs ! 
Woman, like elafs, is frail and weak, 
Ts apt to flip, is apt to break ; 
Guard, therefore, ev’ry ftep with caution, 
For frail as glafs is reputation: 
Both broke to peices in once falling, 
For ever loft, and paft recalling. 


True Riches. 


R' CHES chance may take or give; 
Beauty lives a day, and dies; 
Honour lulls us. while we live ; 
Mirth’s a cheat, and pleafure flies. — 


Ys 
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~{s then nothing worth our care? , 
Time, and chance, and death our foes ; 
If our joys fo fleeting are, 
Are we only ty’d to woes? 


Let bright Virtue anfwer No; 
Her eternal pow’rs prevail, 

When honours, riches, ceafe to flow, 
And beauty, mirth, and pleafure fail. 


The Old Gentry : 
From Swift. 


HAT all from Adam firft begun 
| ‘Sure none, but Whifton, doubts ; 
And that his fon, and his fon’s fon, 
Were plowmen, clowns, and louts.— 


Here lies the only diff’rence now, 
Some fhot off late, fome foon ; 
Your fires in the morning left off plough, 
And ours in th’ afternoon. 


The Revenge of America: 
By Mr. Warten. 


HEN Cortez’ furious legions flew 
’ ‘O’er ravag’d ‘fields of sich Peru, 

Struck with his bleeding people’s woes, 
‘Old India’s awful genius rofe: 

He fat on Andes’ topmott tone, 

And heard a thoufand nations groan 5 

For grief his feathery crown he tore, 

To fee huge Plata foam with gore ; 
He broke his arrows, ftamp’d the ground, 


To view his cities fmoaking round. 
» Vr hat 


94 EPIGRAMS 
What woes, he cry’d, hath Inft of gold 

O’er my poor country widely roll’d ! 

. Plund’rers proceed ! my bowels tear, 

But ye fhall meet deftruction there ; 

From the deep-vaulted mine fhall rife shud 

Th’ infatiate fiend, pale Avarice ; 

Whole fteps fhall trembling Juftice fly, 

Peace, Order, Law, and Amity! 

I fee all Europe’s children one. 

With lucre’s univerfal thir : 

The rage that {weeps my fons away 

My baneful gold fhall well repay. 


: 


Love and Jealoufy. - 


OW much are they deceiv’d, who vainly ftrive, 
By jealous fears, to keep our flames alive! 
Love’s like a torch, which, if fecur’d from blafts, 
Will faintlier burn ; but then it longer lafts; 
Expos’d to ftorms of jealoufy and doubt, 
‘The blaze grows greater, but ’tis fooner out. 


On a married State, 


HE bed unchafte, the harlot’s eye, 
A-while their captives may allure ; 
Beauty, and guiltlefs love, fupply 
A pafiion always to endure. . 


Where hearts, by virtue warm’d, unite, ¥ 
Fate throws its angry fhafts in vain ; 

This doubles ev'ry foft delight, 
And leflens ev’ry woe and pain, 


Apology for Wedlock. 


N marriage are two happy things allow’d ; 
A wife in wedding-fheets, and in a fhrowd: 


ice | How 
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How can a marriage-ftate then be accurs’d, 


Since the laft day’s as happy as the firft*? — 


The Lady’s Wifh. — 
W F it be true, celeftial pow’rs, 
That you have form’d me fair, 
And yet, in all my vaineft hours, 
_ My mind has been my care: 


Then, in return, I beg this grace, 
As you were ever kind ; 

What envious time takes from my face 
Beftow upon my mind, : 


By Mr. Earl. 
TELLA and Flavia ev’ry hour 


| Do various hearts furprife ; 
In Stella’s foul lies all her pow’r, 
~ And Flavia’s in her eyes. 


More boundlefs Flavia’s conquefts are, 
. And Stella’s more confin'd ; 

All can difcern a face that’s fair, 
But few alovely mind. — 


Stella, like Britain’s monarchs, reigns 
O’er cultivated lands ; 

Like eaftern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o’er barren fands. 


Then boat not, Flavia, thy fair face, 
Thy beauty’s only ftore 5 

Thy charms will ev’ry day decreafe.; 
Each day give Stella more. 


* A quibble. 
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The Game of Life. 


HO has the better game, fill fears the end ; 
\ y Who has the worfe, ftill hopes his game will mend. 


- 4 


From Prior. 


7 J 7 HAT a frail thing is beauty! fays baron /e Cras, _ 
Perceiving his miftrefs had one eye of glafs ; 
And f.arely had he {poke it, | ee 
When fhe, more confus’d as more angry fhe grew, _ 
By a negligent rage prov’d the maxim too true 5 
She dropp’d the eye and broke it. 


On a Shadow. 


HE fun now clear, ferene the golden tkies, 

Where’er you go, as faft the fhadow flies.; 
A cloud fucceeds, the fun-fhine now is o’er, — 
"The fleeting phantom, fled, is feen no more: 
With your bright day its progrefs too does end ; 
See here, vain man! the picture of your friend. 


The Miroue: 


HEWN TIrevolve this evanefcent ftate, 

How fleeting is its form, how fhert its date! . . 
My being and my ftay dependent ftill, © rat ge 
Not on my own, but on another’s will ; 
T atk myfelf, as | my image view, 
Which is the real fhadow of the two? 


On Love. 


| ae V E is begot by fancy, bred 

By ignorance, by expectation fed ; 
Dettroy’d by knowledge, and, at beft, 
‘Loft in the moment ’tis poffefs'd. 


MORAL, gy 
The Deformity of Vice. 


OULD thouw hadft beauty lefs, or virtue more ye 
_ For nothing’s uglier than a pretty whore. | 


The Lady’s Refolve. 
W HILST thirft of praife, and vain defire of fames 


In-ev’ry age, is ev’ry woman’s aim ; 
- With courtthip pleas’d, of filly toafters proud ; 
Fond of a train, and happy in a croud : 
On each poor fool beftowing fome kind glance ; 
Fach conqueft owing to fome loofe advance : 
Whilft vain coquettes affect to be purfu’d, 
And think they’re virtuous, if not grofsly lewd ; 
_ Let this great maxim be my virtue’s guide ;- - 
Th part fhe is to blame.who has been try’d ; 
He comes too near, that comes to be deny'd, 


The Bride. 


[7 HEN the chafte lamb is from her fifters fed, 

. And interwoven garlands paint her head, 
_ The gazing flock, all envious at her pride, 

Behold her fkipping at the prieftefs’ fide ; 

Each hopes the flow’ry wreath, with longing eyes, 

While the alas! is led to facrifice : 

Thus walks the bride, in all her tate array’d, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 


, 


What is Thought? 


HE hermit’s folace in his cell ; 
The fire that warms the poet’s brain ; 
The lover’s heaven, or his hell ; - 
The mad-man’s fport, the i dap pain. 


On 


~ 
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‘onf¥ On Esaraact oo 
Frum Sir Thomas. More. 


F evils come not, then our fears Arewain -geiina $2: i 
And, if they do, fear but augments the pain. 


a 


Neighbours | ! 


ALK, as you pleafe, of Turkiand Popebut iy \ 
Still find my neighbour my worft enemy. 99) | 


- 
i. 
-* We 


“— 
. 

ea 
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» Mutual Pity. 


T O M,- ever jovial, ever gay, sy Alagee? 
To appetite a flave, Arid: bak 
Still whores and drinks his life away, ' a3 
And laughs to fee me grave. 
*Fis thus that we two difagtee : 
So diff’rent is our whim; 
The fellow fondly laughs.at me— 
While I could cry for him. 


Superftition. + ¥ 
Primus in orbe Deos Sfecit timor. L UCRE Te | 


HIS fav’rite maxim modern: atheitts oath... ; 
‘“« That fear firlt form’d the gods, siti hott? 
But let them fay, the knotty point:to clear, _ | 
If far made gods, who made almighty fear ? 


, The Stage of Life. 


UR life’s ajourney ina wintersday; = 
O Some only éreak their fa/f?, and fo pavay F ae 
Others ftay dinner, and depart full-fed, : Ou OS 
The deepeft age but fups and ‘goes to bed -bisan wih 


‘b PMOrROAr I. 9 | ogg 


He’s moft in debt that lingers out the day ; 
Who dies betimes has lefs and lefs to pay. 


True Riches, 
RUS, tho’ wanting gold and lands, 
Lives chearful, eafy, and content j= 
Corvus unblefs’d, with twenty hands 
Employ’d to count his yearly rent. Te 
Sages of Lombard / tellane which | f i 
Of thefe you think poffefles more? Ga 
One, with his poverty, is rich; me OR 
And one, with all his wealth, is poor. 


Univerfal Complaifance. 


HRO? fervile flattery thou doft all commend— 
Who cares to pleafe, whom no man Can offend? * 


The Cure of Ambition. 


O curb th’ ambitious, parfons preach, | . xh 
And ftories. poets feign ; aa 
But what thefe frame, and what they teach, 
Is all, alas ! in vain. wiht; 
One remedy ig yet in ftore, ; 3 
~ Which may the mad-men fave ; | 
Tell’em that Brux/wic isno more, : 
And thew them Willigm’s grave. hee owY 
The Emperor Hadrian to his departing Soul: 
Imitated:by Mr. Prior. | 
O OR, Jittle, pretty, flutt’ring thing, | 1 ott she 
Muft we no longer live together ? bi geht ve 
And dott thou plume thy trembling wing, .. | 
To take thy flight thou know’ft not whither?) . .  . = 
F 2 ; Thy 
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Thy hum’rous vein, thy pleafing folly, 
Lies all negleéted, all forgot ; 
And penfive, wav’ring, melancholy, 


Thou dread’ft and hop’ft thou know’ft not what. 


On the Death of a late Queen, _ 


} j O W foon frail royalty is o’er! 
That fame-deluded monarchs truf ; 
‘To-day their greatnefs we adore, 
To morrow trample on their duft! 


How near oblivion to renown ! 
The end of glory to its bloom! 

"The altar, where fhe took her crown, 
Clofe to the fpot that boafts her tomb 3 


‘Thus ftate and majefty are loft, 
And-death recruits its empty urns ; 
Thus the vain pomp, the mighty boaft, 

To filence and the fhade returns. 


On Sir Walter Raleigh. 


! Hadit thou ferv’d the heroine all thy day 


Had Heav’n from ftorms of envy fcreen’d 
Hadft thou ftill flourifh’d in a warlike reign, 
Thy {word had made a conqueft like nk pen! 
But nought to fuch untimely fate could bring 
The valiant fubjeCt, but a tim’rous king. 


' . Ona Bee ftifled in Honey. 


ROM flow’ to flow’r, with eager pains, 
See the blefs‘d, bufy lab’rer fly ; 
When all that from her toil fhe gains, 
Is in the {weets the hoards to die. 


$3 
thy bays 5. 


*Tis 
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*Tis thus, would man the truth believe, 
With life’s foft fweets, each fav’rite joy : 
If we tafte wifely, they relieve ; 
But, if we plunge too deep, deftroy. 


* A Cure for the Evils of-Life. 


¥ ORD! if our days be few, why do we fpend 
And lavifh them to fuch an evil end? 

Or why, if they be evil, do we wrong 

Ourfelves and thee, in wifhing them fo long ? 


Our days decreafe, our evils ftill renew, 
We make them evil, and shou mak’ft them few. 


On Self-conceit. 


r AIL! charming pow’r of felf-opinion ! 
) For none are flaves in thy dominion: 
ecure in thee, the mind’s at eafe; - 


‘The vain have only oxe to pleafe. 


F ruitlefs Toil, 


X7 HO feeks to pleafe all men each way, 
| And not himfelf offend ; 
He may begin his work to-day, 
But God knows when he’ll end. 


The Poet’s Fate. 


& EVEN wealthy towns contend for Homer dead, 
wJ Thro’ which the living Homer bege’d his bread, 


Againtt poetical Studies : 
From the Latin. 


OY, break thy reeds, and fplit thy ufelefs pen, 
d And follow fordid a with other men ; 


3. Nay, 


_ ‘Than idle echoes to my tuneful words. 


. And all the f@ions they purfue 
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Nay, tho’ thou art for ev’ eae unfit, 
Never, I charge’ thee, meddle. -more with wit ; 
By common hawking thou a meal may’it buy, 
But not a bit of bread with poetry: 

For my mad mufe no more to me affords, 


'The-Poet’s Power. 
From Swift— 
TT RUE poets can Adeprefs and raife, 


Are lords of infamy. and praife 
They are not fcurrilous in fatire, 
Nor will in paneevric fatter. 


Unjuftly poets we afper fd,;° 
Truth fhines the brighter fleck in verfe a 


Do but infinuate sh is true.- 


4 wow 6 F rom Prior. tet 
EAR Thomas, didit thou never pop pee F” 
Thy head into a tin-man’s fhop ? | " , 


There, Thomas, did& thou ‘never fee ig 
e Tis but by way of fimile) 


®« 
o % 


- A fguirrel {pend his tittle rages. 9 


In jumping round the rolling cage? ie te teee > 
The cage, as cither fide turn'd up, . or 
Striking a ring of bells a-top?—— ket OE 
Mov’d in the orb, pleas’d with the chimes, 

The foolith creature thinks he climbs! 9% ~ 

But here or there, turn wood-or wire, 

He never gets two inches higher. 

», So fares it with thofé merry blades © © 5 — 
That, frifk itunder Piadus’ {hades : iyo. wah &e 


Pst 2 aa! ¥ In 
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In noble fongs, and lofty odes, 
They tread on ftars and talk with gods. 
Still dancing in an airy round, 
Still pleas’d with their own verfe’s found ; 
Brought back, how faft foe’er they go 5 


Always-afpiring, always low. 


- Written in an Inn, on Edge-hill. 
By Mr, Shenftone. 
HOE’ER has travell’d life’s dull round, 
Where’er his various tour has been, 


May figh to think how oft he found 
His warmeft welcome at an Inn. 


An Infeription on an Hermitage at Lord 
~~ Weftmoreland’s. ~ 


y ENEA‘T H thefe mofs-grown roots, this ruftic cell, 
) Truth, liberty, content, {equefter’d dwell ; 
‘Say, you who dare our hermiage difdain, 

What drawing-room can boaft {o fair-a-train? 
Th ce peat ee er : Witty, ¢ » 
Under the Statue of a Water-Nymph, at 

_.».- Stourhead, Somerfetfhire-: . Tc 
'. By Mr. Pope.—From the Latin. woe 


| IN Y MPH of the grot, thefe facred fprings I keep; 
i And to’the murmur of thefe waters fleep= 
Ah {pare my flumbers |. gently tread the cave, © 
Or drink in filence, or in filence lave. 

F 4 On 


ier 


t 
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> Oa his own Grotto: 
By Mr. Pope. 
HOU who bhalt ftop, where Thames’ tranflucent © 


wave 

Shines a broad mirrour thro’ the fhadowy cave ; 
Where ling’ring drops from min’ral roofs diftil, 
And pointed cryftals break the {parkling rill ; 
Unpolith’d gems no ray on pride beftow, 

And latent metals innocently glow : 

Approach ! Great zarure ftudioufly behold !. 

And eye the mine without a with for gold. 
Approach! but awful !—~-Lo th’ Egerian grot’, 
Where, nobly penfive, Sr. ‘7chw fat and thought; 
Where Britith fighs from dying Wyndham ftole, 
_And the bright tlame was fhat thro’ Marchmont’s foul. © 
Let fuch, fuch only, tread this facred floor, 

Who dare to love their country, and be poor. 


** Written at Bath, by the late John, Earl of 
Corke, to a Friend ; | 
Who defired him to amufe himfelf with Poetry=~on the 
2 ei bis ether, / 


N OR Bath nor Tunbridge can my lays infpire, 
Nor radiant beauty make me tune the lyre : 
Far from the bufy world, I fit forlorn, 

And figh in fecret, and in filence mourn ; 

My bleeding anguifh ne’er fhall find an end; 

I weep a father—but I’ve loft a frignd. 


1 Medi- 
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** Meditation on a Wheel-barrow—* ~~" 


By Dr. H—— 
OOM’D to crofs-roads unfafe, rough,.deep, 


narrow, ‘ 
Fraught with life’s cares, each mortal drags his barrow. 
On thefe alone our anxious thoughts we bend, 
Oft blunder on, and mifs our journey’s end. 
Some, deep in error, think they ftill move ftrait ; 
Some backward go,’ and meet good H——’s fate #2! 

To walk fecure, ne'er let thy footiteps ftray,. : 

Set out upright, and face the arduous way : 
Seek virtue’s path, and fearlefs keep that road, 
Then fafely turn—thy back upon the had. 


4 


® Who fell down by attempting to draw it backwards—ae & 
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The Decanter : 
» From the Greek. 


! Thou, shat b nich thy head doft bear, 
() With round fmooth neck and fingle ear 5 
With well-turn’d, narrow mouth ; from whence 
Flow ftreams of noblett eloquence ; ; 
Tis thou that fir’ft the bard divine ; 
Sacred to Phabus and the nine! 
That mirth and foft delight can’ft move, 
Sacred to Venus and to love. 
Yet, fpite ofall thy virtues rare, 
Thou'rt not a boon-companion fair ; 
-TRow’rt full of wine, when thirfty I; 
And, when I’m drunk, then thou art dry. 
From 
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On Mrs. Bowls —reprefenting a Sphere. 


a & HESE cups by Pi/ to his friends were giv’n, . 
Whofe round prefents the concave vault of heay’n. — 

On this half-globe the northern ftars appear, ~ 

Engrav'd on that the fouthern hemifphere. - 

Drink deep ; all heaven you'll at the bottom fee: . 

Who would not: wifh to learn aftronomy ! 


FS 


poe 


_ From Martial... 


Y a Ravenna vintner-once betray'd, 

So much. for wine and water mzx’d I paid. 
But, when I thought the purehas’d liquor mine, 
The rafcal fobb’d me off with ox/y wine. 


~The fame imitated. 
By Mr, WV- : 
A Landord of Bath put upon me a queer bum, 


I afk’d him for punch, and the dog gave me ere 
rum / b sll 


GeO UD ALAR Bits bie nahee oe 
Offer love, -but thou refpeét tHe Roe, gied a seu’ x i 


Take, Sextus, all'thy pride and folly crave; 
But know ! I can be no man’s friend and flave. 


A’ Defcription of Blepheim : 
Imitated from Martial—By Mr. Pope: » » 

, + ostiie oxt CF Chea) wel Ww 
EE, Sir, fee here, the grand approach! yO 
This way is for his grace’s coach: 4 

- And there’s the bridge, and there’s the clock ; ike 

Obferve the lion and the cock! . 
PQMRY F 6 The 


r 
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The {pacious porch, the colonnade, 
And fee! how high the hall is made f 
The gallery is contriv’d for walking,. 
‘The windows to retire and talk in, ~ 
The council-chamber for debate,, 
And all the reft are rooms of itate. 

Thanks, Sir, faid I, tis mighty fine ! 
But where d’ye fleep, and where d’ye dine? 
I find, by what you have been telling, 

‘That tis 2 houfe—but not a dwelling.— 


Martial, Lib. . Ep. 87. 
_ By Dr. Swift. 


Y neighbour Hunks’s houfe and mine 
_ Are built fo near they almoft join ; 
"l he windows too project fo much, 
‘That through the cafements we may toaich. 
Nay, I’m fo happy, moft men think, 
To live fo near a man of chink, 
That they are apt to envy me,, 
For keeping {uch good company = 
But he’s as far from me I vow, 
As London is from good * Lord Hoqe. 
For, when old Huzks I chance to meet, 
Or one or both muft quit the ftreet. ‘ 
‘Thus he who would not fee old Roger, 
Mut be his neighbour—or his lodger, 


Marfial, Lib. i, Ep. 20. 


T A 7 HEN mother Douglas firft I knew; 
Four teeth in all ihe reckon’d ; 
Comes a damn’d cough, and whips ont two, 
‘The other two were fecond, : 


® Covernor of Barbadoes at that times. 


Courage, 
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Courage, old dame, and do not fear 
The third, whene’er it comes; 

Give me but other jug of beer, 
And Ph fecure your gums. 


F for mere wantonnefs you buy {o fatt, 
For very want, you muft fell all at lait. 


Lib. iii. Ep. 61. 
; By Mr. Hay. 


*P-e-S 1 S a mere nothing that you afk, you cry :— 
If you afk nothing, nothing I deny. 


Lib. v. Ep. 66. 


Often bow ; your hat you never ftir: 
A So, once for all, your humble fervant—Sir } 


Lib. vi. Ep. 8. 


Y7ELSH Judges two, four military men, 
Seven noify lawyers, Oxford fcholars ten, 
Were of an old man’s daughter in purfuit : 
Soon the curmudgeon ended the difpute, 
And gave his daughter to.a thriving grocer : 
What think you? did he play the fool, or no, Sir? 


Martial, Lib. vii. Ep. 7 


IL O’s from home, and, Milo a gone, 
His land bears nothing—but his wife a fens 
‘Why fhe fo fruitful, and fo bare the field ? 
The land lay fallow—-but the wife was till’d. 


Lib, 
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Lib. vuckips rose. ot 
‘ , ti) nt 7 4 ", i. | 
Y canfe concerns not battery, ‘or treafon g . .- 
I fue my neighbour for this only'reafon, = 
That late three fheep of mine to pound he drove ; — 
This is the point the court would have you prove: * 
Concerning Magna Charta you ranon, »,, pw } 
And all the perjuries of old king John! 
Then of the Edwards and black prince you rant, 
And talk of John O’Stiles and John:O? Gaunt ; 
With voice and hand a mighty.pother keep— 
Now, pray, dear Sir; one word about the fheep. 


, Jeg 


Martial, Ep. 65. 3 
H A'T? in long verfe write epigrams? fay you, 
NV I fay ’tis ufual, yr *tis boil too. ind 
Then, they are long. ‘This too is law and ufe.. 
If you like fhort, do you the diftichs chufe. ~~ +) © 
Let us agree; the bargain does no hurt; ©“ 9° «© |. - 
I may_write long ; and you may read the fhort. 


- Lib. viii. Ep. 35. | A 
OTH manand wife, as bad as bad canbe; \ j 
I wonder, they no better fhould agree. MH. 


Pe ue) 

Ep. 74. Hot 

A Door lately wasacaptainmade; = 

It is a change of title, not of trade. 

Rap cx, Fd 8a a aaa 

O dinners! prefents! he is no man’s bail ! ® Yh 

He cannot lend, becaufe his riches fail !) vrs Wi, 

Yet crouds attend his future power and grace 
For fools of all forts—London is the place: 

Ep. 
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Ep. 43. jx, 
S! VEN wives! and in one grave! there is not found, » 
On the whole globe, a richer {pot of ground. 


** To Mr. Gr—s, 

On his late Publication, 

By Dr. H- 

T'T’s judgment-day is fure at hand! 
Repent, ye fcribbling knaves! 


Each Mufe and Grace, how chafte a band ! ‘ 
Now rifes from ¢heir Gr-ves. | 


“1, 


** On a thin Gehilewian’ s prefenting his Ex- 
ercife to the Dean of a College after an Ill 
nefs,—1745. 

By the fame. 


HE N out his bed, with ficknefs Worn 
Pale H—r—st—n did rife, 

And in his meagre hand was borne 

His trembling exercife : 
Art thou the fhape (for much | doubt) 

Wont epigrams to bring! 
If fo, the merry dean cry’d out, 

«© Oh ! Death, where is thy /7/xzg ? 


** Written at Oxford 
On Sealing the Body of a Girl for Diffection. 
By the fame. 


OR fhame, for fhame, Oxonians all ! 
Ne’er Jet it thus be-faid, id 
' : Tho’ 
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‘Tho’ wont to fteal the girls alive, 
You fteal them too when dead. 


Infatiate nature thus direéts, 
Nor is it ftrange, we own, ; 
‘That ye, who love to tafte the flefh, 
Should like to pick the bone. 


** Punchinello. 


Quanquam res agitur folemni feria pompa, 
Hic rifu importunus adef, acomniaturbat. Adds» 


TEBBING and Warburton contett ; 
Heroes of more than common fize— 
This with a daring genius bleft, 
In him true orthodoxy lies. 


One {kill’d‘a fabric foon to raife, 
Ingenious architect of fame! 

The other merits equal praife 
In quickly pulling down the fame. 


The guardians of religion’s caufe ~ 
Sit tame fpectators of the fight; 
Edwards alone indignant draws 
His quill—to fet the matter right. 


Thus at a puppet-fhew I’ve feen, 

Two laurell’d heroes play their part ; : 
When ftrait the grandeur of the fcene. 

Punch interrupts and—lets a f—t. 


** By Mr. Pope. 
Anfwer to a Queftion of Mrs. Howe. 
W HA T is paudery ? ’tis a beldame 


Seen with wit and beauty feldom. | 
‘ *Tis 
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Tis a fear that ftarts at fhadows : 

Tis (no, ’tis not) like Mifs Meadowes ! 
°Tis a virgin, hard of feature ; 

Old, and void of all good-nature : 
Lean and fretful ; would feem wife, 
Yet plays the fool before fhe dies. 

*Tis an ugly, envious threw, 

That rails at—dear Lepelle—and you. 


** On the young Pretender’s Landing in Scot- 
-land,—1745. 


By a Perfon of Quality. 


-RETENDER in the Ile of Egg ? 
Why then we muft be watching : 
Tr, is it not too plain, I beg, 

Some mifchief is a hatching. 


And mifchief, if you let it hatch, 
Is difficult to quell— 

A faction therefore you fhould watch, 
And crufh it in the foell. 


The Power of Mufic: 
From the Spanifh, by Dr. Lifles 


HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to fee ; 
He tun’d up his lyre, as ofd hiftories fhews 
To fet his Eurydice free. 


All hell was aftonifh’d a perfon fo wife 

Should rafhly endanger his life, 

And venture fo far,—but how vaft their furprifet 
_ When they heard that he came for his wife. 
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To find out a punifhment due to his faule, bers we 


Old Pluto had puzzled his brain ; et AR, S a 
But hell had not torments fufficient he as : 

—— So he gave him his wife back again, ~ Boe or 
But pity fucceeding foun place in his heart, © p46 - 

And, pleas’d with his playing fo well, © « 9) 687 
He kook her again in reward of his.arty!9-"oe (ah ser 5 


Such merit had mufic in hell! 


ay 2g gO * 
On eae to a Baie 3 


AYE prefume i in humble lays, : 

My dancing fair, thy fteps to ‘praile?. - er-267 
While this grand maxim I advance, a3 
That all the world is but a dance. | ee 


* That human kind, both man anid ihn 2 faa 
Do dance, is biden: ‘and commen. Wea, 
David himfelf, that godlike king, bytes wry ty 
We know could dance as well as fi ing: : : 
Folks, who at court would keep their ground, | 
Mutt dance attendance the year round ; 
Whole nations dance, gay frifking F France 
Has led the Englith many,a danee ; 

And fome believe both France and Spain 
Intend to take us out agains SS wn 


All naturé is one ball we find, - tied at Y 
The water dances ta the wind ; rier 
_ ‘The fea itfelf at night and noon . d ov Maerett 
Rifes and dances to the moon; ‘t. are 
‘The moon around the earth does tread . 
A Chefhire round, yet ne’er looks red ; ove fleet TPR 
‘The earth and planets round the fun © up 
Still dance, nor will their dance be done, . iit 
« Till nature in one blaze be blended, 

Then may we fay the ball is ended. ee : 


HUMOROUS. . {Ui 
The Extent of Cookery. Sot 


HEN Tom to Cambridge firft was fent,. 
V A plain brown bob he wore ; ° 
Read much, and look’d as tho’ he meant 
To be a fop no more, 


See him to Lincolu’s-Inn repair, 
His refolution flag; , 

He cherifhes a length of hair, 
And tucks it in a bag. . 


%3 
Nor Coke, nor Sa/kield, he regards, i 2 
But gets into the houfe ; ; i 
And foon a judge’s rank rewards 
His pliant votes and bows. ~ 
Adieu, ye bobs! ye bags, give place! 
Full bottoms come inflead! 
Good Lord ! to fee thé various ways 
Of drefling—a calf’s head. 


Bes a 


By Mr. W. T. Pome 


The failors all hurried to get abfolution ; 
‘Which done, and the weight of the fins they'd confefs’d, 
Were transferr’d, as they thought, from themfelves to the 
piielt gone act c'xcnlt ! Lairrnet {Ga ¥ 
To lighten.the-fhip, and conclude their devotion, — . 
They fofs’d the poor-parfon foufe into the ocean. 


4 By J. S. 1731. 


DAM alone could not be eafy, - 
A So he muft have a wife, an’t pleafe ye; __ _ 
But how did he procure this wife, 
To chear his folitary life? .. 
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Why, from a rib cut off his fide 

Was form’d this neceflary bride. 

But how did he the pain beguile? — 
Pho! he flept {weetly all the while. 
But when this rib was re-applied, 

In woman’s form,. to Adam’s fide, 
How then, [ pray you, did it anfwer? _ 
He never flept fo {weet again, Sir. 


A common Cafe. 


Y OU dare not marry, friend, you own, 
For fear your family fhould frown ; 
Why, wedlock would your freedom gain, 
Which others ufes to inchain : 

Y’had better follow my advice, 

And marry once than marry twice 3. 
Betwixt your fifter and your brother, 
Hujtband to one and wife to t’other. 


Lingua potentior armis. 
% HAT {peech furpaffes force is no new whim ; 
Jove caus’d the heav’ns to tremble ; Jano him. - 
| The Choice. 

O! here’s the dride, and there’s the sree, 

Take which of thefe beft liketh thee, ——_= 
** The bargain’s bad on either part— 
‘** But—hangman, eome, drive on the cart.” 

From the French. » 
EN months after Florimel h 


n’d to wed, 
And was brought in a Jamie weaIGes to bed; she 
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®he warbled her groans with fo charming a voice, 

That one half of the parifh was ftunn’d with the noife ; 

But when Florimel chofe to lie privately in, 

‘Twelve months before fhe and her fpoufe were a-kin, 

She chofe with fuch prudence her pangs to conceal, 

That her nurfe, nay, her midwife, fcarce heard her once 
_ . fqueal. 

Learn, hufbands, from hence, for the peace of your lives, 

That maids make not half fuch a tumult as wives. , 


A prudent Choice. | 


HEN Lovwele/s marry’d lady Fenny, 
~V¥Y¥_ Whofe beauty was the ready penny ; 
I chofe her, fays he, like old plate, 

Not for the fafhion, but the weight. 


** On the Countefs of Dorchefter. 
By Lord Dorfet.. 


ER bed is like the marriage-feaft, 
| To which th’ invited never came ; 
So, difappointed of her gueft, 
She takes up with the blind and lame. 


True. Fortitude. 


Y fickly fpoufe, with many a figh, 

@ Oft tells me—** Billy, I fhall die ;” 
J griev’d, but recollected ftrait, 
Tis bootlefs—to contend with fate ; 
So refignation to Heav'n’s will 
Prepar’d me for fucceeding ill ; 
*T was well it did, for, on my life, 
*Twas Heav’n’s will—to {pare my wife. 


The 
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4 


“The Virtuofo. ot ake 413 


F in-his ftudy Curio takes fach care xr 
L To hang all frange things, let his wife. beware. ws f 


On Mr. Hearn, the Orr Antiquary. 
O X on't, fays Time to: Thomas Hearn, aed’ 


Whatever I’d forget you learn. 


Ona very fat Gentleman. 
YF 
HEN Tadle treads the flreets, Le paviors cry, © 
<« God blefs you, Sir’+-and lay their rammers by. 


On two Mifers, 
Who monopolifed the Corn at niin 


. By Dr. Biron. — 
W O brethren thin, call’d Bone and Skin, = - ~- = 
Have itarv’d the town—or near it ;— ‘ot Fe 


But be it known, to fkin and bone, 
That flefh and blood won’t bear it. 


- From Prior. — | 
FE RANK carves very ill, yet-will palmvallothe meats: 
He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he eats 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokes, | r 
And feafons his whiffs with i impertinent jokess;... ; 
Yet, fighing, he fays, ‘ we; muit certainly: ask 2 
(And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to {peak) 
For, of late, Linvite him—but four. times a weeks 


3 . ° 
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tebse:2, chive bagpampint: 


OU best your pate, and fancy wit will come; 
Knock as you pleafe, there’s nobody at home. *~ 


germriyhiong, 


fe On Chriitmas., 


Bleffed feafon ! lov’d by faints and finners, 
For long devotions, or‘for longer dinners ;° 
More grateful ftill to thofe that ‘deal in books,— 
Now not with readers, “but with. paftry-cooks : 
Learn’d works, defpis’d by thofe to merit blind, 
By thefe * well-weigh’d, their certain value find. 


os» - Qn.a Mifer’s Treat. ie 


HANKS toa miracle, for ’tis no lefs ; 
. We’re. fed with manna,in.a wildernefs.; 
In barren defarts we have found relief, 
And felt the wonders.of a tump.of beef. i“ 
Here.chimnies {moke.that..never {mok’d.before ; 
- And here we've din’d, where we muft dine no more. 


“On a frugal Beat. 


“NUR IO’s rich fide-board feldom fees the light ; 
Clean is his kitchen, and his fpits are bright: |. 

His knives and f{poons, all‘rang"d in even rows, . 
No hands moleft, “or fingers‘difcompofe: 
A curious jack, hung up ‘to pleafe the eye, 
For ever ftill, whofe flyers never fly : 
His plates unfullied, fhining on the thelf; 
For Curio dreflés nothing but hinifelf. 


witee Bought by the pound, — 


ehhs YU 
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On a great Houfe adorned with Statues. 


E HE walls are thick, the fervants thin, 
The gods without, the dev’l within. 


Ona hafty Marriage. 


ARRY’D! ’tis well! a mighty blefling! 
But poor’s the joy, no coin poffefing, 

In ancient times, when folks did wed, 

? Twas to be one at ** board and bed.’ 

But hard’s his cafe, who can’t afford 

His charmer either bed or board. 


Courage mifplaced. 


S Thomas was cudgell?’d one day by his wife, 
He took to the ftreet, and fled for his life : 

¥ om’s three deareft friends came by in the fquabble, 
And fav’d him at once from the fhrew and the rabble: 
Then ventur’d to give him fome fober advice : 
But Tom is a perfon of honour fo nice ; 
Too wife to take counfel, too proud to take warning ; 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning ;. 
‘Three duels he fought, thrice he ventur’d his life,. 
Went home, and—was cudgell’d again by his wife. 


The Incurious. 


HREE years in London Bodadil had been, 
Yet not the /ious nor the tombs had feen :. 
I cannot tell the caufe without a fmile;— 
‘The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 


To a Spendthrift difinherited. 


IS whole eftate, thy father, by his will, 
Gave to the poor—thoy haft good title fill. 


Or 
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Ona pale Lady. 
HENCE comes it, that, in Clara’s face, 
The lily only has a place ;— 
is it, that the abfent rofe 
Ts gone to paint her hufband’s nofe? 


On a Sermon againft Inoculation. 


W* "RE told, by one of the black robe, . — 
The devil inoculated Fo : 

Suppofe tis true what he does tell ; 

Pray, neighbours, did not Fob do well ? 


~The Mufical Contett: 
By Dr. Swift. 


¢* OME fay, compar’d to Bononcini, 
i) That Mynheer Handel's but a nitny: 
Others aver, that he to Handel 

Is fcarcely fit to hold a candle. 

Strange that fuch difference fhould be, 

? Tl 'wixt Tewveedledum and Tweedledee. 


~ -.° Ona certain Writer, 
_¥ ALF of your book is to an index grown ; } 
You give your book contents,—your readers none, 


\ 


OHN Dryden enemies had three, 
Call’d * Dick, * O14 Nick, and * Jeremy : 


__* Sir Richard Blackmore—the d—i—and Jer:my Collfer.awhe 
‘wrote againft the immorality of the ftage. 
’ G The 
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The doughty knight was fore’d to yield; 
The other two have kept the field: 

But, had the poet’s life been holier, 

He had foil’d the devi] and the Collier. 


** Royal GEconomy: 
| By Mr. Pope. 


N merry old England, it once was a rule, 

The King had his poet, and alfo his fool. | 
But, now, we're fo frugal, I’d have you to know it, 
‘| hat Cibber can ferve, both for fool and for poet. 


‘ 


** By the fame. 


HEN Laureats make odes, do you afk of what fort, - 
\ Do you afk if they’re good or are evil?— | 
You may judge—From the * Devil they come to the Court, — 
And go from the Court—to the devil 


** By the fame. 


AYS Cibber to Pope, tho’ in verfe you fore-clofe, 

’ll have the laft word, for, by G—d, I'll write profe! 
Oh! Colley, thy reafoning is none of the ftrongeft, j 
For know the /a/ word is the word that /a/s longeft. 


On Serjeant G—dl—r’s putting on the Coif. 4 


* 7 HEN G—dl—r the coif in a whimfey put on, — 
W Such crouding and ftaring fure never was known! | 
A figure fo ftrange in the-world was ne’er feen ; 

All marvell’d what fuch an appearance could mean: 
Tis the devil cry’'d one; but another cryd no, t 


''The devil would never difguife himfelf fo ;’ 
Why then, cry’d a third, ’egad its is Foe. 


* N, B, They are ufually rehears’¢ a. the Devil-Tavern— 
3 ; _ The 
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< The happy Phyfiognomy. 


CY OU afk why * Roome diverts you with his jokes, 
Yet, if he prints, is dull as other folks? 
You wonder at it!—This, Sir, is the cafe; 
The jeft is lof{—unlefs he prints his face. 


OME gallipots falling, a well-tim’d difaiter, 
Broke his head, while poor Syriage was f{preading @ 
plaifter. , 


On a blind Hufband. 


F Argus, with an hundred eyes, not one B 
Could guard; think’it thou to keep thine, who haft 
none? 


: . 
REASON does never profper: Whar’s the reafon? 
& Why, when it profpers, none dare call it treafon. 


The Humorift: 
imitated from Martial. 


N all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 

Thouw’rt fuch a touchy, tefty, pleafant fellow ; 
Haft fo much wit, and mirth, and fpleen about thee, 
There is no living with thee nor without thee. 


To a fair Millener. 


O H! what bofom but muft yield, 
J When like Pallas you advance, 
With a thimble for your fhield, 

And a needle for your lance ! 


* Author of a paper, called Pafguin, refleRing on Mr, Pope, &c. 
G3 Faireft 
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Faireft of the ftitching train, 

Eafe my paffion by your art ; 
And, in pity to my pain, . 

Mend the hole that’s in my heart. 


sf 


Ona young Lady’ s refufing to fhew her Hand, 


O argument could Celia move: 
N With ftrong reluctance fill fhe ftrove 
Her lovely hand to hide: 
The cafe was plain, fhe was afraid, 
‘That, plac’d in view, it might be faid, 
*T was by ber hand they dy’d. 


To Mrs. Mutable. 


HA T tho’ for beauty you may bear the * bells 3 
Yet, ever to ring seer Sounds not well, * 


" On Sir M—k W—v—ll. 


*V E loft my miftrefsy horfe, and wife ; 
But, when I think on human life, 
Am glad it is no worfe : 
My wife was ugly and a {cold, 
‘My miftrefs was grown lean and old3_ 
i’m forry for my hore. 


By Mr.. Rowe, 
Clavus clavo pellitur. 


HEN at our honfe the fervants brawl, 
And raife an uproar in the hall ; 


* The bell, here alluded to, is only a theep-bell ; upon which thé rea« 
dex muft ring as many changes, as Mrs. Mutable, before he arrives atthe 
paix fenfe ot the Authors 

‘When 
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When ‘Fohn the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and linnen vary, 
Till the fmart dialopic grows rich, 
In fneaking dog! and ugly b-tch ! 1 

wn comes my lady like the devil, 
And makes them filent all and civil, 
Thus cannons clear the cloudy: air, 
And fcatter tempefts brewing there: 
Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace, 
And one fcold makes another ceate.’ 


On certain. Paftorals,.: 
By Mr. Shenftone. 


O rude and tunelefs are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow— 
*Tis not th’ Arcadian fwain that plays, 
But ’tis his herds that low— 


On a voluminous Poet of * Kiddermintter : 
By the fame 


EY verfes, friend, are Kidderminfter ftuf, 
And all moft grant, thou’ meafur’d out enough. 


«? Alluding to the Motto on Buckingham- 
Houle, 


€ Sic fiti letantur lares,”—— 


ES! finely hous’d thefe Lares are 
To feed on vifta’s and frefh air : 
To dine with Humphrey’s Duke each day, 
_ And gaze their fupper-time away. 


* Famous for a coarfe manufactory, 


G3 : Would 
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Would Ceres bring her * feafs of corh, 
"T’would better Shefield’s houfe adorn: _ 

‘lo which, if Bacchus grapes wou’d bring 
‘Then might the Zares laugh and fing. 


On one who made long Epitaphs : 
By Mr. Pope. 
RIEND! for your epitaphs I’m griev'd, 
Where ftill fo. much is faid; 


One half will never be believ’d, 
‘The other never read. 


On the Collar of a Dog ; 
Prefented by Mr. Pope to the Prince of Wales, 


Am his highnefs’ dog at Keav 5 
Z Pray tell me, Sir, whole dog are you? 
Another : 
By Dr. Swift. 


RAY fteal me not, I’m Mrs. Dingley’s, 
Whofe heart in this four-footed thing lies. 


** On the Wonders of the Peak: 
By Colley Cibber. > 


EVEN famous daughters Derby’s Peak can. boatt ; 
Six are grim Jades—but + Chatfworth is a Toait, 


_ * The Sheffield arms— 
/ >} Seat of the Duke of Devonfhire, Lh 
Light- 
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Light-finger’d Jack. 


ACK, who thinks all his own that once he handles, 
For prattice-fake purloin’d a pound of candles, 
Was taken in the fa&t:—Ah! thoughtlefs wight! 
To fteal fuch things as needs muft come to /ight. 


** On a remarkable long Nofe. 
From Sir T. Moore. 


RECT thy nofe, expand thy mouth, 
And turn thy face towards the fouth 3 
Thus, { by thy nofe and teeth, one may 
Proclaim,—the hour of the day— Q. 


‘Written’on a Pane of Glafs, at Littlemors, 
near Oxford : 


By Dr, Bacon. 


i HTS little village ferves to thow 

| What lengths the pride of man will gos 
For, in whatever flate or place, 

- (As if contentment were difgrace) 

Ambition prompts us to defre 

Another poft, a little higher. 

Search this capacious globe all o’er, 

You fill will with a little more. 


On Ben Johnfon’s Buft, 
With the Buttons on the wrong Side, in Weftminfter- Abbey. 


O H rare Ben Johnfon! what, a turn-coat grown ! 
Thou ne’er wert fuch till thou wert clad in ftone. 
When time thy coat, thy only coat, impairs, 

‘Thoul’t find a patron in a hundred years : 


t This ridicules a perfonal deformity: But fuch outragious hyper= ” 
boles are confider’d as efforts of wit, rather than of malice, 
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Then let not dliis miftake difturb. thy fprite 5 
Another age fhall. fet thy buttons right. 


On Epigrams. » 


O NE day, in Chrift-church meadows walking,, 

Of poetry and fuch things talking, : 
Says Ralph, a merry wag, 

An epigram, if right and good, 

In all its circumftances fhould 
Be like a jelly-bag. 

Your fimile, I own, is new, 

But how doft make it out, quoth Hugh® .- 
Quoth Ralph, I'll tell thee, friend :. 

Make it at top both wide and fit 

No hold a budget-full of wit, 
And point it at the end. 


** On fome Difappointments, at the 
Accefijon of the late K-ng. 
-.NMER*S tow bows at Leicefter-houft are loft; 
Fr-man * has fatsed chickens to his coftwe 
_ And St. John finds it, as a es fings, 
‘That ‘* Princes ever are the fons of Kings,” 


® The Princefs of Wales would eat no chickens but Mr, Fr-man’s—. 
af Hertfordfhire,, 


~ 
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MONUMENTAL. 


From the Greek. 


Blooming youth lies bury’d here, 
Euphemius, to his country dear : 
Nature adorn’d his mind and face 
With ev’ry mufe and ev’ry grace : 
Prepard the marriage-ftate to prove, 
But Death had quicker wings than Love. 


~ On Euripides. 
IVINE Euripides, this tomb we fee 


- So fair.is not a monument for thee, 
So much as thou for it; fince all will own, 
‘Thy name, and lafting praife, adorns the ftone.  - 
-G5 . On 


ae 
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~ On Sophocles. — 

IND, gentle ever-green, to form a fhade 

Around the tomb, where Sophocles is laid : 
Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 
With ‘blufhing rofes and the cluft’ring vine’; _ 
Thus will thy lating leaves, with beauties hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he fung : 


Whofe foul exalted like a god of wit, 
Among the mufes and the graces writ. 


On Philip, Father of ‘Alexander. 


, Who firft to battle led Zmathia’s pow’r, 

And dar’d what never monarch dar’d before: 
If there be man who boafts he more has done, 
To me he owes it, for he was my fon, 


ERE ref I Philip, on th’ ean fore, 


On Henry the Second, King of England. ' 


F congner’d realms, or pow’r, from death could fave, 
I, Henry, mighty king, had ’{cap’d the grave ! 

‘To me, who thought the earth’s extent too fmall, 

Now eight poor feet, a narrow fpace, are all. 

Reader ! behold in mine thy own {pre fate, - 

And curb thy vaft defires, and ciate thiy fate ; 

He, whom the globe intire could not fuffice, 

In this fmall tomb, in fmaller afhes lies. 


On the Marquis of Winchelfea : 
By Mr. Dryden. 


E who in pious times undaunted ftood, 
And, ’midft rebellion, dar’d be juft and good ; 
| W 
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 Whofe arms afferted, and whofe fuff rings more 
- Confirm’d the caufe for which he fought before 5 
Refts here, rewarded by an heav’nly prince, 
For what his earthly could not recompenfe. 
Pray, reader, that fuch times no more appear 5 
Or, if this happen, learn true honour here. 


On Lord Vifcount Dundee: 
By the fame. 


Laft and beft of Scots / who didft maintain 
Thy country’s freedom from a foreign reign 5 

New people fill the land now thou art gone, 
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne ! 
‘Scotland and thou did ineach other live, 
Thou would’ft not her, nor could fhe thee furvive : 
Farewell! who, living, didft fupport the ftate, 
And could’ft not fall but with thy country’s fate, 


On a young Lady of Norfolk : 
By the fame, 


So ripe a judgment, and fo rare a wit, 
Require at leait an age in one to meet; 
In her they met! but long they could not flay, 
’Twas gold too fine to mix without allay ; 
Heav’n s beauty was in her fo well exprefs’d, 
Her very fight upbraided all the reft; 
Too juitly ravifh’d from an age like this, 
Now fhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 


O fair, fo young, fo innocent, fo {weet, t 


On Captain Grenville: 
By Lord Lyttleton. 


E weeping mufes graces, virtues, tell, 
Tf, fince your all-accomplith’d Sidney fell, 
G 6 You, 
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You, or affifted Britain, e’er deplor'd 

A lofs like that thefe plaintive lays record ! 
Such fpotlefs honour ; fuch ingenuous truth > 
Such rip’ned wifdom in the bloom of youth! 
So mild,: fo gentle, fo compos’d a mind, 

To fuch heroic warmth and courage join’d! 
He too, like Sidzey, nurs’d in learning’s arms. 
For nobler war forfook her fofter charms : - 
Like him, poflefs’d of ev’ry pleafing art, 
The fecret with of ev'ry female heart; 

Like him, cut off in youthful glory’s pride, 

- He,, unrepining, for his country dy’d.. 


On Captain Cornwall, flam off Toulon, W743 
} By. the fame. | 


“\ H O’ Britain’s genius hung her drooping head,, 
And mourn’d her ancient naval glory fled ; 
On. that fam’d day, when France combin’d with Spain, 
' Strove for the wide dominion. of the main: 
Yet, Cornwall! all with gen’ral voice agree. 
To pay the tribute of applaufe to thee. 
. When his bold‘ chief, in thickeft fight engag’d, 
Unequal war with Spain’s proud’ leader wag’d ; 
With indignation mov'd; he timely came, er 


~ ‘To refcue from reproach his country’s name = 


Succefs too dearly did his valour crown ; 
He fav’d his leader’s life, but loft his own.. 


On Lady Lyttleton. 
fs Py the fame. 
M ADE to engage-all hearts,. and charm all eyes te 


Tho’ meek,. magnanimous ; tho’ witty, wife: 
ee Polite,. 
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Polite, as all her life in courts had been ;: 
Good! as the artlefs virgin on the green :: 
The noble fire of an exalted mind,  —_ 
With gentleft female tendernefs, combin’d! 
Her fpeech was the melodious voice of love; 
Her fong the warbling of the vernal grove :. 
Her eloquence-was fweeter than her fong ; 
Soft as her heart,,’and as.her reafon ftrong : 
Her form each beauty of the mind exprefs’d ; 
Her mind was virtue, by the graces drefs’d. 


On the Countefs Dowager of Pembroke: 
| By Ben ‘Fobnfon. 


“YNDERNEAT OO this fable hearfe, 
> Lies the fubjeét of all verfe, 
Sidney’s fifter, Pembroke’s mother : 
Death, ’ere thou haft flain another, 
_ Fair, and wife, and good as fhe, 
Time fhall throw his dart at thee.. 


By the fame. 


NDERNEATH this ftone doth lie 
As much virtue as could die ;, 
Which, when alive, did vigour give 
To as much beauty, as could live: 
_If the had a fingle fault, 
~ Leave it bury’d in this vault. 


On Shakefpear : 
By Malton. 


* 


HAT needs my Shakefpear, for his honour’d bones, 


' The labour of an age in piled ftones, alae 


Or 


aa 
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Or that his hallow'd reliques fhould be hid» 
Under a ftar y-pointing ‘pyramid ! 

Dear fon of memory, great heir of fame, 

What need’ft thou fuch weak witnefs of thy name? 
Thou, in our'wonder and aftonifhment, 

Haft built thyfelf'a live-long monument : 

For whilft, to th’ fhame of flow endeav’ring art, 
Thy eafy numbers ‘fiow, and that each heart 
Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalu'd book, 
Thefe Delphic tines with deep impreffion tock, 
Then thou, our fancy of itfelf bereaving, 

Deft make us marble with too much conceiving 5 
And fo fepulchred in fuch pomp doft lie, 

That kings for fuch'a tomb would with to die. 


From the Latin of Cowley on himfelf: e 
Tranflated by Addifon. 


FR R OM life’s fuperfluous cares enlarg’d, 
His debt of human toil difchare’d ; 
Here Cowley lies! beneath this thed, 

To ev’ry worldly intereft dead ; 

With decent poverty content, 

His hours of eafe not idly fpent ; 

To Fortune’s goods a foe profefs’d, 

And hating wealth by all carefs’d. ° 

Tis true he’s dead; for lo! how fmall ° 
A fpot of earth is now his all : / 

O! with that earth may lightly lay, 

And ev’ry care be far away ; 

Bring flow’rs, the fhort-liv’d rofes bring, 

To life deceas’d fit offering : 

And fweets around the poet flrew, _ ~ 
Whilft yet with life his athes glow. 


. 7: Intended 


a? 
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Intended for Dryden: 
By Mr. Pope. | 
HIS Shefield rais'd. The facredduft below 
Was Dryden once: The reft who does not know ? 


‘On Mr. Rowe: 
-* By the fame, 


HY reliques, Rowe! to this fad fhrine we trutft, 
: And near thy Shake/pear place thy honour’d butt. 
Oh! next him, fkill’d to draw the tender tear, 
For never heart felt paffion more fincere ; 
To nobler fentiments to.fire the brave, 
For never Briton mote difdam’d’a flave. 
‘Peace to thy gentle fhade, and endlefs reft; 
Blefs’d in ay genius, in thy love too blefs’d ! 
And blefe’d, that, timely from our feene remov’d, 
Thy foul enjoys the liberty.it lov’d, 


On Mr. Fenton : 
‘By the fame. 


HIS modef ftone, what few vain marbles can, 
; - May truly fay, ** Here lies an honeft man <” 

-A poet, blefs’d beyond the poets fate, 

Whom Heav’n kept facred from the proud and great : 
Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned eafe, 
Content with fcience in the vale of peace, 

Calmly he look’d on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 7 
~ From nature’s temp’rate feaft rofe fatisfy’d, 

Thank’d Heav’n that he had liv’d, and that he dy’d.” 


Ona 
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On Mr. Gay : 
By the fame. 


F manners gentle, of affections mild ; 

In wit, aman; fimplicity, a child; 
With native humour temp’ring virtuous rage,, 
Form’d to delight at once and lath the age ; 
Above temptation in a low eftate, 
And uncorrupted ev’n among the great: 
A fafe companion, and an eafy friend, 
Unblam’d thro’ life, lamented’ in his end. 
'Thefe are thy honours! not that here thy buft 
Ts mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy duft ; 
But that the worthy and the good fhall fay,. 
Striking their penfive bofoms—Here lies Gay. 


Mr. Pope’s own Epitaph by himfelf. 
EROES and kings! your diftance keep ;. 

, : In peace let one poor poet fleeps 

Who never flatter’d folks like you: 

- Let Horace blufh, and Virgil too. 


On Mr. Pope: 
By Mr. Rolt.. 


E mufes, weep! ye fons of Pheebus, mourn. 
' And decorate with tears this facred urn ! 
Pope dy’d‘: Fame bade the mufes found his praife ; 
They faid, ’twas done in his immortal lays.. | 


Mr. Prior’s Epitaph : 
By. Fimfelf. 
OBLES and heralds, by your leave, 
_ Here lie the bones of Matthew Prior, : 
The fon of Adam and: of Eve; 


Let Bourbon or Nafau go higher. 
Prio: 
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Prior on himfelf. 
O me’tis given to die, to thee tis given —- 
To live; alas! one moment fets us even 5 
Mark hoy: impartial is the will of Heav’n. 


Mr. Gay’s Epitaph : 
By Eimfelf. 
IFE isa jeft, and all things fhow it; 
i_« I thought fo once, but now I know it. 
On the Monument to Butler’s Memory, 
Erected in Weftminfter- Abbey. 


HEN Butler, needy wretch! was ftill alive, 
No gen’rous patron would a dinner give : 


See him, when ftarv’d to death and turn’d to duft,, 


Prefented with a monumental butt! 
The poet's fate is here in emblem fhown ; 
He atk’d for bread, and he receiv’d a /fone. 


** On the Death of Mrs. Oldfield, the celebrated 


Actrefs. By Mr. S—w—d. 


HEWN Oldfield dies, ev’n Congreve’s laurels fade : ) 
- And this we own, in juftice to her thade, : 
The firft bad Exit Oldfield ever made. 


On Tom D’Urfey. 


. i 1" RE lies the Lyric, who, with tale and fong, 


Did life to threefcore years. and ten prolong : 
His tale was pleafant, and his fong was {weet ; 
His heart was chearful—but his thirft was great. 
Grieve, reader! grieve that he, too foon grown old, 


_ His fong has ended, and his tale has told. 


On one who died of the Hyp. 
EAT H, by acondué ftrange and new,, 


 Prov’d here th’ effect and, motive too: 


: 3 Ned’ 
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Ned met the blow he meant to fly; 
And dy’d, becaufe he fear’d to die. 


Infcription onan Urn at Lord Corke’s : 
- To the Memary of the Dog Fleétor. * 


TRANGER, behold the mighty Heétor’s tomb! 
S See! to what end both dogs and heroes come. 
Thefe are the honours by his mafter paid, 

To Hetor’s manes and lamented fhade: 

Nor words nor honours can enough commend 

The focial dog—nay more, the faithful friend! 
From nature all his principles he drew ; 

By nature faithful, vigilant, and true : 

His looks and voice his inward thoughts,.exprefs'd $ 
He growl’d in anger, and in love carefs’d, | 
No human fafhood lurk’d beneath his heart ; 

Brave without boafting, gen’rous without art. . 
When Heétor’s virtues man, proud man! difplays, 
Truth fhall adorn his tomb with Heétor’s praife. 


On the Parfon of a Country Parith. 


rNOME let us rejoice, metry boys, at his fall ; 
_4 For, egad, had he liv’d, he’d have bury’d us all, 


On the Clerk of the fame Parith. 
Iinpromptu. By Mr. Shenftone— 
TERE lies, within his tomb, fo calm, 
Old Giles: Pray found his knell ; 


Who thought no fong was like a pfalm, 
No mufic like a bell. . 


On and old Woman who fold Pots at Chefter: - 


ENEATH this ftone lies Cath’rine Gray, 
3.) Chang’d to a lifelefs lump of clay : he 
: “By 


A — 
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By earth and clay the got her pelf, , 

Yet now fhe’s turn’d to earth herfelf. 

Ye weeping friends, let me advife, | 

Abate your grief, and dry your eyes 5 

For what avails a flood of tears? 
“Who knows but in a run of years, 

In fome tall pitcher, or broad pan, 
She in her fhop may be again? 


To the pye-houfe Memory of Nell Batchelour- 
: the Oxford Pye-Woman. 


ERE, into the duft, 

The mouldering cruft 

Of Eleanor Batchelour’s fhoven$ 
; Well-vers’d in the arts 
Of pyes, cuftards, and tarts, 
And the lucratiye kill of the oven. - 
Wheh fhe’d liv’d long enough, 

; She made her laft puf— was 
~ A puff by her hufband much prais’d : 
; Now here fhe does lie, 

And makes a dirt 


rt 
In hopes that her cruf thall be raisd, 


On Sir John Vanbrugh, the Poet and Architect. 


L LE heavy on him, earth !. for he 
iL, Laid many a heavy load on thee, 


Pofthtmous Fame. 
Montter, in a courfe of vice grown old, i 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain’d ‘gold 5 
Now breathes his buft, now are bis virtues fhown, 
_ Their date commencing with the {culptur’d ftone. 
If on his fpacious marble we rely, _ 
Pity a worth, like his, fhould ever die ! 
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Tf credit to his real life we give, | 
Pity a wretch, like him, fhould ever liv ee 


** On a profligate Mathematician at 


Manchefter— 
By Dr. Byron, 
¥ ERE lies John Hill, 
Aman of fkill, 

_ His age was five times ten : 

He ne'er did good, 

Nor ever wou'd, 
Had he liv’d—as long again. 


** On Coleman: 
AA platting Papif?, in the Reign of Charles Ik. 


F Heav'n be pleas’d, ‘when finners ceafe tofin; — 


If hell be pleas’d, when finners enter in : 
If earth be pleas’d, when ridded of a knave 5 _ 


Then all are pleas’d — for Coleman's in his grave. 


Epitaph ona Mifer.: 
By Dr. Swift. 


E N EA TH this verdant hillock jes 
* Demar, the wealthy and the wife 

His heirs, that he might fafely reft, 

Have put his carcafe in a cheft ; 

The very cheft in which, they {ays 

His other felf, his ‘money, lay. 

And, if his heirs continue kind 

To that ‘dear felf he left behind, 

-T dare believe that four in five 

Will think his better half alive. 


 Demar was the real name of an ufurer at Dublin, 


On 
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On a Mifer married to a Coquette. 
Who heap’d up riches ev’ ny day, 
“Yet never gave one groat away 3° 


Parted with nothing, all his life, 
But what in common was—his wife. 


H ERE lies a wretch, ’midft other clay, — ; 


/ _. “ On an Undertaker. 
UBD U'D by death, here death’s great herald lies, 
And adds a trophy to his victories ; 

Yet fure he was prepar’d, who, while he’d breath, 

3 Baade | it his bufinefs ftill to /ook far death. 


“] 


On an old Maid. 


ENEATH this Glent fone is laid 
A noify, antiquated maid, 

Who. from her cradle talk’d till death, 

And ne’er before was out of breath. 

Whither fhe’s gone we cannot tell ; 

For, if fhe talks not, fhe’s in hell ; 

_If fhe’s in heav’n, fhe’s there Hm pi d; 

“Becaute fhe hates a place .of reit. 


** On the fame Subject : 
» By (a) Lord Briftal. 


— READ foftly, reader, left you wake 

: The greateft talker that e’er fpake: __ 

Tis chance, at if her duft you move, 

Each atom there a tongue may prove : 

And; tho’ fhe rifes all alone, : 

You il think it a general refurrection. 4 
R 


et re Se 
* 
= . 
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On a fcolding Wife, who died in her Sleep, 


ERE lies the quinteffence of noife and ftrife, 

Or, in one word, here lies a fcolding wife ; 
Had not death took her when her mouth was fhut, 
He durft not for his ears have touch’d the flut. 


On a Woman who had three Hufbands. 
ERE lies the body of Mary Sextone, i 


Who pleas’d three men, and nevér vex’d one— 
This the can’t fay beneath the next ftone. 


a: 


On a Welch-man: 
Killed by a Fall from his Horfes 


ERE lies interr’d, beneath thefe ftones, 

David ap- Morgan, ap-Shenkin, ap- -Jones : 
Hur was born in Wales, hur was travell’d in'F rance, 
And hur went to heaven—«by a bad mifchance. 


On Sir Francis Drake, drowned at Sea. 


HERE Drake firft found, there laft he loft his fame, 
And for his tomb left nothing but a name : 
His body’s bury’d under fome great wave 3 
The fea, that was his glory, is his grave: 
Of him no man true epitaph can make, 
For who can fay, ‘' Here lies Sir Francis Drake ?” 


** On Sir Robert Cotton, the ae ed 
By T. Randolph*. 


AR HE prefent age has many fates bemoan’d ; 
But ages long fince paft for thee have groan’d. 
* A rifing genius of the lat century call’d Ben Johnfon’s 8 fon—who 
cied betore he was thirtyas | 
Time’s 


~ 


~ 
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Time’s trophies thou didft refcue from the grave ; 
_ Which saith death a fecond burial have. 

Cotton ! death’s conqueft_ now complete we fee, 
Who ne’er had conquer’d all things but in thee. 


On the Death of Sir Albertus and Lady Morton: 


By Sir Henry Wotton. | 


E firft deceas’d—hhe, for a little, try'd 
To live without him, lik’d it not, and dy’d. 


Ona Man and his Wife,. 
Buried in the fame Tomb. 


ERE fleep, whom neither life, nor love, 
_. Nor friendthip’s ftrifteft tie, 
Could in fuch clofe embrace as thou, 
Thou faithful grave, ally.— 


Preferve them, each diffolv’d in each, | : 
For bands of love divine : 

For union only more complete, 
Thou faithful grave, than thine. 


On two Twin-Sifters, 


AIR marble, tell, to future days, 
That here two virgin-fifters lie, 

Whofe life employ’d each tongue in praife, 
Whofe death gave tears to ev’ry eye. 


In ftature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew, they fhone ; 

So much alike, fo thuch the fame, 
That death miftook them both for one*, 


* This thought wants truth to recommend its” 
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On the Picture of Mrs. Arabella Hunt, 3 


Drawn after her Death, playing on the Lute. — 


ERE there on earth another voice like thine, 
Another hand fo blefs’d with {kill diviney ~. 4 
The late affli€ted world fome hopes might have, ae. 
And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 


On a young Gentleman. 


‘ey gentle race, his parents’ only treafure, 
Their lafting forrow and their vanifh’d pleafure : 


—— 


Adorn’d with features, virtues, wit, and grace, 


A large provifion for fo fhort a race ! 

More mod’rate gifts might have prolong’d his date, 
‘Too early fitted for a better fate ! 

Impatient for his home, to fhun delay, 

From youth he foar’d to heav’n—the fhorteft way. 


On the Hon. Simon Harcourt 
“By Mr. Pope. ae 


O this fad fhrine, whoe’er thou art, draw near; 
Here lies the friend moft lov’d, the fon movt dear : 
Who ne’er knew joy, but friendfhip might divide, 
Or gave his father grief—but when he dy’d. 
How vain is reafon, eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope muft tell what Harcourt cannot {peak : 
Yet let thy once-lov’d friend infcribe thy ftone, — 


And, with a father’s forrow, mix his own. - ee 


On Mrs. Corbet — who died of a Seats in 


her Breatt : 
By the fame. 


ERE refts a woman, good without pretence ; 
Blefs’d with plain reafon and with fober fenfe ; 
is ; Ne 


‘ 
a 
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No conquefts Ze, ‘but o’er herfelf, defir’d ; _ 
No arts eflay’d, but not to be admir’d. 
Paffion and pride were to her foul unknown, 
Convinc'd, that virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, fo compos’d a mind ; 

So firm, yet foft; fo ftrong, yet fo refin’d; 
Heav’n, as its pureft gold, by tortures try’d ; 
The faint fuftain’d it—but the woman dy'd. 


On’ General Withers : 
By the fame. 


ERE, Withers, ret! thou brave, gentleft mind, 
_& Thy country’s friend, bat more of human kind. 

O born to arms! O worth in youth approv’d ! 
- © foft humanity, m age belov’d ! 

_ For thee the hardy vet’ran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the figh fincere. 

- Withers, adieu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial {pirit, or thy focial love! 
Amidft corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave fome ancient virtues to our age: 
- Nor let-us fay, thofe Englith glories gone, 
The laft true Briton lies beneath this itone. — 


On. Mr. Crages : 
By the fame. 


\ Tatefman, act friend to truth! of foal fincere, 
In aétion faithful, and in honour clear ! 

Who broke no promife, ferv’d’no private end ; 
Who gain’d ko title, and who loft no friend ! 
Ennobled by himfelf, by all approv’d, 
Prais’d, wept, and honour’d—by the mufe he lov’d. 


On. Cardinal Richelieu. 


TAY, traveller! for all you want is near. 
‘© Wafdom and pow’r I feek.”"—They both lie here. 
| Hi ** Nay, 
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BS "Nay, but I look for more ; afpiring aim 

«« At wit, tafte, learning, elegance, and fame.” 

Here ends your journey then ; for here the ftore 

Of Richelieu lies. ~-* Alas! repeat.no more : 

<¢ Shame on my pride! what hope remains for me, 

¢¢ When here death treads—on all that man can be?” 


On Dr) Mead. iciscn sae 


IS gen’rous anata to lateft ages oti 
From others’ works}. his learning sir his owns 


On Sir Haat Newteny, ers = i 


PPROAC H, ye wife of foul, with awe diving, - 
’Tis Neavton’s name thateconfecrates this fhrine! 

"Chat fun of knowledge, whofe:meridiaw ray 
Kindled the gloom of, nature into’day:! us 
‘That foul of fcience, that unboundediminds 
That genius, which ennobled human kind ! 
Confefs’d fupreme of men, his country’s pride!:)* - _ 5 
And half efteem'd an angeletill he dy’d » es 
Who in the eye of Heav’n like Enoch ftood, 
And thro’ the paths of knowledge walk’d with God : 
Whofe fame extends, a féa without a fore ! 
Who but forfeok one world to know the laws of more, 


nad 


; 


On the fame: © HiT ey 
By Mr. Pope. Meesvi 


ATURE, and nature’s laws, lay hid in Bight s 
God faid,; ** Let Newton be !” and all was light. 


From Cowley. 


Hq ERE lies the greatPalfe marble; tell me where? 
Diab but poor and fordid duft lies here. , 
On 
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On a young Lady : 
By Mr. Malle. 


es HIS humble grave, tho’ no proud ftructure grace, 
Yet truth and goodnefS fanétify the place : 4 
Yet blamelefs Virtue, that adorn’d thy bloom, . 
}_amented maid! now weeps upon thy tomb: 
Hfcap'd from death, O fafe on that calm fhore, 
Where fin, and pain, and paflion are no more ! 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow’r decree, 
Regard and pity wait fincere on thee ! 

Lo! fofttemembrance drops a pious tear, 


And holy friendihip fits a mourner here. 


On Mr. Aikman and his Son 
By the fame. 


: E AR +o the wi’e and good, beneath this ftone 
D Here fleep in peace the fathet and ‘the fon ! 

By virtue, as by nature, clofe ally’d, 

lhe painter’s genius, but without the pride: 

Worth unambitious, wit afraid to thine, 

Honour’s clear light, and friendthip’s warmth divine. 

The fon, fair-rifing, knew too fhort a date ; 

But oh! how more fevere'the parent’s fate ! 

He faw him torn untimely from his fide, 

Felt all a fathet’s anguifh, wept, and dy’d! 


On a young Lady : 


ERE innocence and beauty lie, whofe breath 
Was {natch’d by early, not untimely, death : 
Hence did fhe go juft-as fhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before the knew to fin. 
Death, that does fin and forrow thus prevent, 
Is the next bleffing to a life hs {pent 
> 


2 On 
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On the young Lerd Mount-Cathell : 


By Mrs. Barber. 


HILDREN are-fnatch’d away, fometimes, 


. To punifh parents for their crimes :— 


Thy mother’s merit was fo great, 
Heav’n haften’d thy untimely fate, 
‘To make her character complete : 
‘Tho’ many virtues fill’d her breaft, 
*T was refignation crown’d the reft. 


On an Infant. 


O the dark and filent tomb 
Soon I hafted, from the womb 3 
Scarce the dawn of life began, 
’Ere [ meafur’d out my fpan. 
I no {miling pleafures knew ; 
I no gay delights could view : 
Joylefs fojourner was I, 
Only born to weep and die. 


‘¢ Happy infant, early blefs’d! 
** Reft, in peaceful flumber, reft ; 
‘© Early refcu’d from the cares 
** Which increafe with growing years. 


‘* No delights are worth thy fay, 
** Smiling as they feem, and gay ; 
«*« Snort and fickly are they all, . 
*« Hardly tafted ’ere they_pall. 


‘«* All our gaiety is vain, 
‘« All our laughter is but pain: 
*«-Lafting only, and divine, 
*© Ts an zuaoceace like thine. 


Another. 
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ENEATH a fleeping infant lies ; 
To earth her body’s lent: 
More glorious fhe’)! hereafter rife, 
Tho’ not more innocent. 


When the arch-angel’s trump thalt blow, 
And fouls to bodies join, 

Millions will wifh their lives below 
“Had been as fhort as thine! 


On Claudius Philips, — 
An excellent Mufician, at Bridgenorth, Salop. 


HILIPS?# whofe touch, harmonious, could remove 
The pangs of guilty pow’r and haplefs, love, 

Reft here ! diftrefs’d by poverty no more ; 

Here find that calm thou gav’it fo. oft before : 

Sleep, undifturb’d, within this peaceful fhrine, 

Till angels wake thee with a note like thine.. 


By Mr. Gray. 


a E RE refts his head upon the lap of earth, 

} A youth to fortune and to: fame unknown; 

Fair fcience frown’d not on his humble birth, © 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere ; 
Heav’n did a recompence as largely fend: 
He gave to mis’ry all he had—a tear ; 
He gain’d from Heav’n, ’twas all he with’d—a friend. 


No farther feek his merits to difclofe, 
Or draw his frailties from: their drear abode 3. 
(Where they alike in trembling hope repofe). 
The bofom of his father and his God. 


H 3 ‘Written: 
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Written in the Year 1745 : 
By Mr. Collins. 


© W fleep the brave, who fink to refi : 
By all their country’s withes blefs’d! 
When fpring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow’d mould, 
She there fhall drefs a fweeter fod 
Than fancy’s feet have ever trod. . 
By fairy hands their knell is rung, - 
By forms unfeen their dirge is fung : 
There honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
To blefs the turf that wraps their clay ; 
And freedom thall a-while repair 
La dwell a.weeping hermit there. 


** On Gilberr Wal ‘ty: Ef: 
Ry Mr. Seward. 


EADE R, if virtue, {cience, reafon, charm 3: 
If focial charities thy bofom warm : 
Hf,, juftly ftyl’d the guardian of the poor,, 
‘The hungry blefs thy hofpitable door : 
¥irm to Britannia’s prince, religion, laws ; 3 
If freedom fire thee in thy country’s caufe > 
With fympathetic grief thefe relics fee ! 
But think not Walmfley dead—he lives in iis 


In a Country Church yard, near Bath = 
On a young Woman who fell a Sacrifice to the Jafldgiy f 


her Lover. 


S TA AY, Chriftian, flay 5, nor let thy pride difdain 
This humble flone, that tells thee, ¢ Life is vain » 
Here beauty lies, in mould’ring ruins loft ; 
A blofiom, nipp’d by death’s untimely frott. 

| Yet 


7 
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Yet her chafte foul.exults in realms above, 

Where contftancy’s for ever crown’d with love : 
Like a young bride, whofe bloom fhall ne’er decay, 
But celebrate an endlefS nuptial-day. 


*® On a valuable Servant :. 


UCH lov’d, fhe long with warm affection ferv’d 3. 
Much prais’d, fhe more than all her praife deferv’d, 

As thus fhe liv’d, well-pleafing and well-pleas’d, 

Her parents’ houfe a dire infection feiz’ds 4 5 

Thro’ kind reftraint fhe broke, with pious ftrife, 

Flew to their aid, and facrific’d her life. 

Recording angels hence her praife fhall tell, 

For few have liv’d and few have dy’d fo well. 


Epitaph on a young, Lady. Ht 


S fhe was once, few of her fex you'll fee; 
' As fhe is now, the brighteft maid mult be ‘ 
She liv’d to die, who dying yet fhall live, 
Whilft honour, wit, or gratitude furvive, 
Her eyes on ev’ry eye diffus’d delight, iF 
And nothing but her goodnefs thone ‘more bright > 
Beauty to'virtue gave a foft’ning grace, 
And virtue added beauty to her face. 
She prais’d all worth, uncon{cious of her own, 
And thought, with fo much merit, fhe had noné,. 
Her ufe of books th’ intent of reading fhew’d 5 
Beyond the clofet practically good, 
Her Jife for living was the jufteft plan ; 
She charm’d as woman, and fhe thought as man r 


Fair reader, learn! perfection is deny’d 
To the molt fair, for faireft Marcia dy’d.. 


H 4 “| Fo 
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To the Memory of his Afceftors : 
By Mr. N—gent. 


¥ NMARK’D by trophies of the great and vain, - 
aie Here fleeps in filent tomb a gentle train. 

No. folly wafted their patern al ftore ; 

No guilt, ne fordid av’rice, made it more. 

With honelt fame and fober plenty crown’d 

‘Lhey iv’d, and fpread their chearing influence round. 
May he, hoe hand this pious tribute pays, 

Receive a like return of filial praife t 


—3* On Mrs. Sarah Mence : 
Vo died in 1763, aged 75. 


-EACE to the athes, and. the virtuous mind, 
Of her, who liv’d in peace with all inoay see H 
Humbly religious, filently fincere, 
Humane to others, to-herfelf fevere. 
Learn’d from the heart, unknowing of difguife, 
‘Truth in her thoughts, and candour in her CY CSe 
Who fagrific’d no faith to private ends 3. 
Without referve, devoted to her friends. hae 
Stranger-alike to envy and to pride, i 
Good fenfe her light, the word of God her: guide. 
She gave to piety her early days, . 
And br att 7 in dying hours her Maker's praife. 
Hap py ! who thus the foul to Heav’n engage, 
Their youth’s fr choice, their laft defire in age! 
W. A. 


To the Memory of Mrs, Catharine Shuckburg + 
Who died at Bath, March 22, 1764. 


‘EMOV’D from all the pains and cares of life, — 
Here refts the pleafing friend and faithful wife : 
Knnobled by the virtues of her mind ;. 


Conflant to goodnefs, and in death refign’d : tis 
Whe. 
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Who plac’d true practice in a wife retreat, 
Privately pious ; and unknown, tho’ great ; 
Sure, in the filent fabbath of the grave, 
To tafte that tranquil peace fhe always gave.. 

O early-loft, in virtue’s faireft prime ! 
Thy pieties fupply’d life’s want of time. 
No death is fudden to a foul prepar’d,— } 
When God’s own hour brings always God’s reward. 


__ ‘Thy. death, (and fuch, O reader, wifh thy own!) 


Was free from terrors, and without a groan: 
Thy fpirit to himfelf th’ Almighty drew, 
Mild as-his fun exhales th’ afcending dew. 

W,. He. 


On: General: Wolfe : 


in the Church of Wefteram,.in Kent—where be was born, 


1727. 


W HILE George in forrow bows his laurell’d head,. 

And bids the artift grace the foldier' dead; = 

We raife no fculptur'd trophy to thy name, 

Brave youth! the faireft.in the lifts of fame. 
Proud of thy birth, we boaft th’ anfpicious year ;. 

Struck with thy fall, we fhed the gen’ral tear : 

With humble grief infcribe one artlefs ftone,— 

And from 4y, matchlefs honour date our.own.. 


** On Mr.. Pope > 
By bimfelf. 
.NDER this marble, or under'this fill). 
J Or under this turf, or e’en what you will.;; 

Whatever:an heir, or one in his ftead, 
Or-any good creature, fhall lay o’er his head ; 
Lies one who ne’er car’d, and ftill cares not-a-pin;,. 
What they faid; or may fay, of the mortal within: _ 
But who, living and dying, ferere ftill and. free, 
‘Trufts in God, that, as-well as he was,—he ‘fhall be. 


ba Ps nana e) 
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** On Mr. Quin : 


By Mr. Garrick. 


i & H A'T tongue which fet the table on a roar, 
And charm’d the public ear,—is heard no mores. 
Clos’d are thofe eyes, the harbingers of wit, 

That fpoke, before the tongue, what Shakefpear writ. 
Cold is that hand,. which living was flretch’d forth, 
At friendfhip’s call, to fuccour modeft worth. 

Here lies. James Quin :—Deign,. reader,. to be taught, 
Whate’er thy ftrength of body,. force of thought ; 
Tho’ thou in nature’s choiceft' mould wert cait, 

** To this complexion” muft thou.come at. laft ! 


On a libertine Gamefter. 
6é Faéta eft alea sided 
r'WERE lies a Sceptic, long in doubt 
If death could kill the foul,. or. not. 


Nis fcruples death refolves at lait 5 
Conyine’d—but oh ! the die is caft! 


Po MISCELLANEOUS | 
EPIGRAMS: 
| OR, | 
Peo ER. M.S 
- OF AN 
EPIGRAMMATICAL TURN... 
By the EDITOR. 


Nafutus fis- ufq; licét, fis deniq; nafus,: 
Non potes in nugas dicere plura meas,. 


7 - Ipfe ego quam dixi,-—— MaRTIALes 

. 

- The Second Eprrron, with ADDITIONS. 
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APOLOGY. 

For UNSEASONABLE RHYMES's 
To 2s : ~, Efq. | 


Cantantes minus via ledet..  VirGe 


ERS’D in the fcientific page, 
The ewifdom, laws, of ev'ry age! 

©! thou, on whofe infirudive fong 
Senates have oft attentive hung :. 
Whofe breaft once felt the facred fire 
That Verfe’s magic founds infpire : 
When ‘|| blithfome you were wont to rove” 
A bleft enthufiaft thro’ the grove ! 
Till, ledyby more exalted. views, 
Early to quit the fportive mufes 
Indulgent to the toils of youth 
You firew'd with flow'rs the paths of truth 3 
And, xealous in your country’s caufe, 
Firkt * harmonisd her rugged taws : 
Honour’d by queens +5 yet condefcend 
To patronife an humble friend 
Who haply wafies the vacant hour, ‘ 
Studious to cull each fragrant flow’r,. ried 
‘Which blooms befide the facred rill, 
That ifues from the Mufe’s. bill; 
Where you, would nobler cares. permit ;. 
Enthron'd with Phabus feif might fit : 
Thefe rhymes with kind attention read,, ~- 
And hear the mufe Jubmiffive plead.. 


<A merchant-/bip, in. ancient times, 
Had once on board a} Man of rhymes 5 Se ads eh 
{| See Dodfley’s Mifcells"Vohs 1V., Page 22 Ho FH), BEDYS sy Pt 
© See Commentary on the Laws of Englands...” , A A iets 
_ Solicitor to the Queen. Ai 4b} 
$, A.Man of Rhymes,. EvmMorrus in Petron’ Arb, ’ 
oe Re Ue’ hin. 
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When, by a furious tempeft toy — _ 
The C di fet that all was lof ! 
His friends call’d up, he lets them know it ¢- 
All pump by turns—all but the poct— 
What others dreaded, be enjoyd; . 
And, calmly at his trade employ’d,. 
Beneath the deck, in rumbling verfesy 
The horrors of the frorm rehearfes. 
Lf thus, amidfi my bufieft times, 
E£ idly fport in harmlefs rhymes : 
When thwarting cares perplex my foul, 
The ftormy paffions to controul, 
Tf gentle Verfe her fuccours lend, 
Defpife me not, my honour'd friend 5 
Nor think me proud of thefe dull lays, ’ 
Who fue for pardon, xot for praife. 
Deem not alas! yon pack-horfe vainy : 
So gaily ambling o’er the plain: 
When thus his tafell’d bells be foakes, 
The wretch his flages lighter makes: 
Pleasd with the found, goes jingling ony 
Nor feels the tedious miles bas gone. 
Condemn’d to travel lifes aorft reads: 
4nd drudge beneath a galling load } 
With toils fatigu’d, with cares infefted,. 
Yet more by Scandal’s darts moleffed s 
When no relief from books is found, 
No friend is near to heal the wound 3. 
Forgive me, as I jog along, 
Tf calmly, thus, I hum a fong t 
Impatient of more deep refleion, 
From gloomy. thoughts £ feek: protefiony- 
The mind, diverted, finds relief, . 
And, by expreiling, foothes her grief. 
O’er Care the Mufe’s voice prevails, 
And Rhyme fucceeds where Reason fails? — 
tJan. 3767. 
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FROM THE GREEK, 


The Rival Beauties : 
From Rufinus. 


‘HREE lovely nymphs, contending for the prize, 
‘ Difplay’d their charms before my criticeyes: 
Superior beauties heighten’d ev'ry grace,- 
‘And.feem’d:to mark them of celeftial-race 
"4 like Paris, fear’d his fall, 


But I, who, blefs 
d pleas’: them all 


Swore each a. Venus was——-an 


On Leonidas and his 300 Spartans. | 


O ftop the Perfian monarch’s way, 
Tn vain the fwelling ocean role 5 
In vain, his progrefs to delay, \ ) 
The. lofty. mountains interpol, 
: Rous: 
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Rous’d by the Spartan chief to fight, 
When lo! his flender band obeys ; 

'Thefe turn’d th’ unnumber’d hofts to flight — 
Bluth then, ye mountains and ye feas ! 


On the Statue of Jupiter, by Phidias, 


ID Jove defcend, and thus unveil 
His form before the {culptor’s eyes # 
Or Phidias’ felf Olympus fcale, 
To. view the monarch of the fkies ? 


On the Statue of a Cow, by Myron: 


ENCE, foolifh calf !— thy cries refrain, : 
: & Nor torture thus my teats in vain: 
The fculptor’s hand has done its part, 
But real milk exceeds his art. ~ 


** Tn vino veritas. 


Brute thou art at beft.; but,.mad with wine, 
The rage of tigers*is lefs fierce than thine : 

Wine but difplays the bafenefs of thy heart ; 
Not makes thee bad; but fhews thee as thou art.. 


On a bad Singer. 


HEN {fcreech-owls fcream, their note portends,. 
To frighted mortals, death of friends ; ie 
But, when Corwino ftrains his throat, . 
E’en f{ereech-owls ficken at the note. 


On an affe&ted Philofoplier. 
if F by your deard your wifdom you would fhow,. 
_ Then goats have beards-—but Plato. was a beau... 
Bad Sick ih. 
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An Epitaph. 


ELSUS nor gave me purge nor clyfter, 
Nor felt my pulfe, nor order’d blifter : 

But, being ill, I chane’d to hear 

The do&tor’s name—and dy’d for fear. 


The Mifer and the Moufe. 


. S Pedro ftalk’d around his houfe, 
The jealous mifer fpy’d a moufe: 
«© How now, cries he, what doft thou here ?’? 
<¢ Sir, fays the moufe, difmifs your fear 5 
«¢ IT come not with the 4opes of food, 
“* But for the fake of—folitude.” 


OR wealth, ye thieves, fome ftatelier houfe explore, 
Whilft poverty, flout guard! defends my door. 


if N youth, by chearlefs poverty opprefs’d,. 

By fortune’s flatt’ring {miles in age carefs’d 3. 

I fure was doom’d, of all mankind, alone ay 

To live, to all the joys of life unknown : 

Without the means, when young and blefs’d with health == 


_ When pait enjoyment, tantaliz’d with wealth ! 


The Prayer of a wife Heathen. 


. Gs REAT Jove, this one petition grant; 


‘ 
K 
t 


"n> 


(Thou knoweft beft what mortals want :} 
Afk’d, or unafk’d, what's good fupply ; 
What’s evil—to our pray’rs deny! 


_ Epitaph on Timocritus. 


A’ hero, bold in war, here finds his grave ; 
But Mars the coward fpares—and {mites the braye. 
#* On. 
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~& 


, ** On Saon: 


IT H facred flumbers blefs’d, here Saon. Hes jr" 
For think not, reader, that the good mam dies. 


J FROMATHE LATING - Kh 
Martial, Liboi. Ep. 140 


Arria and Petus. 


H US to her much-lov’d, virtuous lord, 
With tender grief opprefs’d, . 

Chafte Arria faid, and gave the fword, 
. Drawn-reeking from her bréaft:  — 
‘¢ Believe me, Pzxtus, void of pain 

<< ]’ve found the pointed fteel: . st 
‘¢ But oh! the wound that you’// fuftain, 

‘© That wound I doubly feel.” 


9  Mulcan miftaken : : dd aphid 
On the Marriage of the Prince(: Augufta to the Hereditary 

Prince of Brunfivickes 3° 

From the Latin of oo Ae Elqs = 1 pom, 


N7 HEN Vulcan faw the fair Augufta‘led, = ~~ 
V In all her charms, to Brunfwick’s bridal bed ;. 
*« My nets prepare! his jealous Godfhip cries, 
«¢ Again Pll make the God of war my prize.”——— 
Ah! check thy rage; nor violate their loves, - 

' Which Hymen ratifies, and Jove approves : 

Nor Mars nor Venus deem this royal pair ; 

Lefs brave was Mars, nor Venus half {0 fair. 


‘ 


Martial, 
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Martial, Lib. ii. Ep. 445 modernifed. 
The impertinent Poet |. | 


OU &ften wonder what the devil 
Can make the town fo damn’d uncivil.—.. 

With what indifference they treat you! 
There’s not a foul that cares to meet you! © 
Where’er you come, what confternation ! 
What univerfal defolation ! | 
<« But for the caufe’”—Why, muft you know it,? 
Pll tell you; — * You're tb great a poet ;” 
And that’s a thing true Britons fear, 

More than a tiger or a bear. 

Your man of fenfe, of all God’s curfes, 
Dreads nothing like repeating verfes. 

_ And really, Yom, you're paft all bearing ; 
You'd tire a Dutch-man out with hearing. 
‘One muft fubmit, there’s no contending ; 
You keep one fitting, keep one ftanding.— 
Got loofe, with more than decent {peed 
I trudge away—yet you proceed. 

Go where one-will, there’s no retreat ; 
You're at it fill, repeat, repeat. 

I fly to ’Nando’s +-—~ you are there, 

Still thund’ring diftichs in one’s ear : 
Thence to the Park—~ftill you’re as bad 3 - 
The ladies think you drunk or mad: 

«« But come, “tis late, at three we dine ;” 
¥ou ftop one with “a charming line I” 
Now down we fit; but lo! repeating 
Is greater jov to you than eating. 

Quite tir’d, I nod, and try to dofe ;—~ 
In vain—you've murder’d all:repofe. 

But prithee, Yom, repent in time ;. 

You fee the fad effect of rhyme ; 


I - 


|| Printed in Fielding’s ** Champion,” 17446 
~% Acoffee-houfe near Temzle-har, 


(And 
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fAnd check this humour, if you can,) 

That fuch an honeft, worthy man, 

With fo much fenfe, and fuch good-nature,. 
* Should be fo terrible a creature ! 


Martial, Lib. ii. Ep. 5. 

ITH you, dear fom! I'd often fpend the day, - 
W And laugh, and chat, and trifle life away ; 
But ten long miles, you know, divide us twain 3, 
'Thofe ten make twenty, meafur’d back again. 
Then, o’er the downs, with patience fhould I come, 
You’re always out, at leaft you’re not at home ; 
Or bufy, or engag’d in rhyme and metre ; 
Or with your child—that entertaining creature ! 
In fhort, to fee my friend ten miles ’'d go; | 
But twenty, zot to fee you—"ll never do. 


Lib. ii. Ep. 41. 
ES; I fubmit, my lord; you’ve gain’d your end: ~ 
I’m now your flave, that would have been your friend 
I'll bow, Pll cringe, be fupple as your glave ;. 
Refpect, adore you—ev’ry-thing but—love, 
Lib. i. Ep. tor. 
To an affected Old Maid. 


HO’ pappa and mamma, my dear, 
So prettily you call, — 
Yet you, methinks, yourfelf, appear 
The grand-mamma of all. 


Lib. viii. Ep. 19. 


H4 L fays he’s poor, in hopes you'll fay he’s not ; 
But take his word for’t ; Hal’s not worth a groat, ° 


© Vir juftus, probus, innocens—timeris, . 
#* Martial 
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**® Martial, Lib, viii. Ep. rg, imitated: 
To an ancient Gentlewoman. 


VS: fay you’re old, in hopes we'll fay you're young + 
W But ’tis your face we credit, not your tongue. ! 


** Tmitated. 


Y OUR foup you call, and really ’ss plain pottage : 
Your houfe a cottage call—and ’#s a cottage. Sd 


Lib. i. Ep. 29, literally tranflated. 


mF lat night’s wine you fay Acerra ftinks ; 
Tis falfe; till morning, ftill Acerra drinks, 


Lib. i. Ep. 475 paraphrafed. 


LAULUS, late who, void of fkill, 
Profe{s’d the healing art, 
Now aéts, in league with Pluto flill, 
The undertaker’s part. 


Vet hear the man his change deplore 5 
« Hard fate! thus forc’d to flave.’— 
Wretch, when a quack, what did thou more 
Than cater for the grave ? 


From Owen’s Epigrams. 


y-\ HE doétor lives by fporting with our lives 5 
And, by our follies fed, the lawyer thrives *. 


© Thele general reflections, on the moft learned profeffions, only prove, 
Joat there have been; in all ages,. quacks and pretenders ;——and that the 
yulpar have charged the ignorance or kenavery of a few indjvidvals on the 


ahoie fraternity. : 
‘faerie Martial, 


— 
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Martial, Lib. ii. Ep. 53. “| 
Advice toa Chaplain : = Familiarifed in the Manner 6, 


Dr. Swift. 

TP ARSON! "tis falfe; I'll ne’er believe 
HE With liberty you with to live: | 
You hug your chains, and cut your jokes 
On us, poor independent folks.— 

But would you then indeed be free ? : 
Come, I'll prefcribe—without a fee. 4 
Firft then, "tis plain you love to eat, 
And haunt the tables of the great : 
You fhun the mah, and think him poor, 

That cannot give you ** four and bur.” 
Indeed, my friend, this muft wor be ; 

A parafite-can ne’er be free. 

Next, doftor, you mui drink no wine.— 
Ch. Why fo? Saint Paul, that great divine; 
Says, ‘* Drink a little.”—-F. ‘That’s not the queftion ¢ 
You can’t afford it.—Cz, But for digeftion+—+ 
F. A glafs of cyder, or old mead, 

- Or e’en mild ale, will do the deed. 

Then, you’re a captain in your drefs § 

- A good black frize would coft you lefs, 
And look more venerable too, 

Than that grey cloth which £ call d/we. 
Talk what you pleafe, you'll ne’ér be free, 

if you defpife ceconomy. . 

Perhaps, too, you may think a wife 
Amongtt the requifites of life : 

Why, take fome kealthy farmer’s daughter, | 
Some Blowfalind=nay, {pate your laughter : 

She’ll mend your fhirts, infpe&t your brewing ;—* 
A lady, Sir, would be your ruin. | 

_ Your pars’nage-honfe, I own, is mean 5 
But fee! that fragrant jeflamine ; 

See! how that woodbine round the door 
&nd lattice blooms !~+What would you more ? 


: 
ee 


Oh 


oe 


MISCEELANEOUS. 167 


Oh! doétor,. could you-but defpife 
Life’s pompous fuperfluities 3 : 
Could you but learn: tolive' content 
With what indulgent Heav’n has fent;’ 
Whate’er your lot, you’dlive more free’ 
Than any ptince—in * Germany. 
The Wolf and Maftiff : 
From Pheedrus, Lib. iii, Fab..7, 
_ On the fame Subjel. 
A. Wolf, that long had rang’d the wood, 
i A firanger to the tafte of food, 
Meets an old houfe-dog; fleek and fat ; 
‘Each known to each, they ftop and chat. 
*¢ Lord! fays the\wolf, how plump you’re grown ? 
«© Ts that round belly all your own? - i 
<«« Pray how d’yot dive, and what d’you eat? - 
«¢ T with you'd give tne your receipt: — | 
‘¢ For, not to under rate your merit, 
-*¢ T think, my friend, I don’t want {pirit 
*« 'T’ attack the foe by day or night ; 
‘© And yet you fee my wretched plight.” 
« Why, quoth the dog, with confcious air, 
_© My place requires a world of care. 
« Tf you defire to ferve the great, 
* Faith! you muft work—as well as eat ? 
* Preferments are not giv’n for nought; 
-* But by fome ufefil /ervice bought.’ 
W “© What /ervice then would be expected ? 


*¢ No honeft terms fhould be rejected.” lt 
D. « Why, you muft guard the doots by night; of 
* Bark at the thieves, the beggars fright.’—— Sy 
WwW. «Oh! I fhould blefs the happy change j=. _ 
*s Who'd with thro’ rain and fnow to range, 
® Partho reges 
« That 
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<¢ That, fhug and warm, could take his pleats 
“© And fill his belly at his leifure ?” 
« Well then, quoth Snap, fince we’re agreed, 
« Let us with gentle trot proceed :? 
When lo! the wolf’s too curious eye 
Chanc’d the poor maftiff’s neck to {py, 
Gall’d with a chain beneath the ear : 
*«¢ Aha! cries he, what have we here ?” 
* Nothing,’ fays Snap, and turn’d afide— 
“¢ Nay, let’s know all,” the wolf reply’d, 
‘ Why, as I’m pretty fierce, you know, 
¢ They chain me up by day—or fo’ . 
« (My mafter’s whim—lI can’t refufe it; rs 
« There’s nothing in’t—indeed I chu/fe it: 3) 
‘ € For, as I’m ufelefs while ’tis light, 
< J fleep by day—and watch by night : is 
« When night comes on, my chain’s unbound, .. r 
« And thus I rove the country round, 
‘ As for my meat, I’m well fupply’d, | 
« At table by my mafter’s fide : 
¢ The fervants tofs me bones half-pick’d, 
¢ And oh! what plates of fauce I've lick’d! 
« But come! What now? you lag behind’— 
W. ** Why faith! Ithink I’ve chang’d.my mind ; 
«s | don’t much like that curfed chain ;— 
«¢ I'll e’en go range the woods again,———— 
«« Enjoy your fcraps—for I'd not be. 
ae i sei ie my liberty.” 


~The Wolf and the Lamb : 
From Phedrus, Lib. i, Fab. i. 


Wolf and lamb, one fultry day, 
To the fame meadow chanc’d to firay ; 
By thirit conftrain’d, they fought the rill 
That iff’d from a neighb? ring hill, 
The wolf ftood near the fountain’s head ; 
‘he lamb, far diftant, down the mead. 
: Ifgrinmy 
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Ifgrim, who dearly lov’d difpu S, : 
With. fell intent the lamb falut en * a 
“You Sir! fland off! you tread ‘the brink i in, 

** And mud the ftream fo, there’s no drinking.” 


The harmlefs lamb, with much: furprife, 
Looks Up» and, trembling, thus replies : 
* IT can’t conceive how that can be, Sir, 
‘ The ftream flows down from. you.to.me, Sir.’ . 


‘* You can’t conceive !—Friend, don’t be faucy ; 
« Tl Jet you. know, Sir, what the laws fay. 
“* Befides—you mutter’d—fo and fo, 
‘* Behind my back; fix months ago.” 


‘ Upon my word, Sir, you miftake, 
€ (But don’t be angry, for Heav’n’s fake ;) . 
€ Imever could have fuch intention, ‘ 
* Nor was I dorm, the time you mention.’ | 
The wolf, by force of truth repell’d, 
With fhame and anger foam’d and fwell’d : 
«* Tt was your father then,” cries he, 
«* And that, you know, ’s the fame to me.” 
He faid, and feiz’d the helplefs victim, 
And to the bones the tyrant ae him. 
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PANEGYRICAL 


On the Coronation of Grorce the Third, x 
September 22, 176%. 


H REE monarchs now, of Brunfwick’s honour’d race, _ 


Shall, with the fame great name, our annals graces 
The firft, tho’ view’d by party’s envious eyes, 
Contending fa€tions own, was— good and wi/e, 
Thro’ a long reign, ‘brave, mild, and juft approv’d, 
Our fecond George we ftyle ** * the well-belov’d.” 
_ But now a youth afcends the Britifh throne, 
‘Whom ev’ry royal virtue calls her own ! 
Unenvied he his zative right obtains, 
And in the heart of every Briton reigns. 
Proceed, young prince, a patriot king complete, 
And George the Third henceforth be Gzorce the Great. 


On Mr. Pitt’s Return to his Country-feat, 
In OGober, 1761. 


“WD RIT ANNIA long her haplefs fate had mourn’d, 
By factions rent at home, by Europe {corn’d: : 
Succefsiefs wars her languid councils fhow ; 
Her troops {till fly before th’ infulting foe : 
No more her fleets triumphant rule the main, - 
For aid whilft fick’ning commerce fues in vain. 


* Le bien aimec, 


Te 
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To guide her tott’ring bark, a pilot fit 
At length fhe feeks—and cafts her eyes on Pitt. 
Pitt left his rural feat, and a€tive rofe, 
Retriev’d her credit and fubdu’d her foes.: 
From pole to pole, on ev’ry hoftile fhore, 
_Again her flag’s difplay’d, her cannons roar 5 
The lakes of Canada our triumphs hear, 
And Afric’s fons the name of Pitt revere. . 
Nay more, he bids é’en civil difcord ceafe, 
And fees each boifterous faétion hufh’d in peace ; 
Then quits the helm, without a title great, 
And feeks once-more at Hayes a calm retreat. 
Great Cincinnatus thus, at Rome’s requett, 
Left his lone farm, and took th’ imperial vetft : 
With heav’n-born zeal his patriot breaft infpir’d 5 
Thus fav’d his country, triumph’d, and retir’d. 


Mr, Allen, or the Great Plebeian*. 


San&us haberi 
Juftitieg; tenax fattis dittifg; mereris ? 
Agnofco Procerem — ates 8 


E, haughty youths, of noble lineage vain, 
Who {cour the turf, and revel in champaigne 5 
Who boldly claim the honours of your race, 
And boaft their names, whofe z#tles you difgrace : 
Tell me, what firft your grandfires’ blood refin’d ? 
Was it their birth, or virtues of the mind >— 
?T was virtue gave that luftre to their name, 
And plac’d them foremoft in the lifts of fame : 
For civil arts, or feats of arms, renown’d, 
Their merit unboughe titles juttly crown’d. 
But tho’ the Bhatia if that foils their glorious deeds, 
To his fire’s honours /egally fucceeds ; 
Tho’ titles may defcend where virtues fail, 
No royal grant can rea/ worth intail : 


@ Alluding to an expreffion in a public paper. 
l2 Such 
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‘Such tinfel pomp may dazzle vulgar eyes, - . 

Whilft men of fenfe the glittering cheat defpife. 
But fee the man of virtuous parents born, 

Whofe ufeful life exalted ats adorn ! 

With genius blefs’d, whofe ev’ry purpofe tends 

'T’ improve his country or inrich his friends ; 

Who pours his wealth on works of public ufe, 

In worthieft deeds fill glorioufly profufe : 

Whofe pious care feeks merit in diftrefs, . 

His unknown hand whilft wond’ring wretchés blefs ; 

Like fome celeftial planet’s friendly rays, 

To all around diffufive blifs conveys: i 

Who thus thro’ life purfues one glorious plan 

Is more than noble—is a godlike man? 


On the ancient City of Bath: 
Written on the finifbing the Circus. 


° / 
Eyxupsov vabirixor. 


9 I DST flow’ry meads and Avon’s winding floods, 
Romantic hills, wild rocks, and pendant woods; 

Behold fair Bath her ftately front advance, 

Jn all the pomp of Latian elegance ! 

The hills, that rife in rich profufion round, 

With gardens deck’d or fplendid villas crown’d ! 

_ There health and pleafure hand in hand appear, 

And, {miling, weave their rofeate arbors there. 

Deep in their mofly grotts, beneath thofe hills, 

The bounteous Naiads form the gufhing rills. 

There various {prings their min’ral virtues blend, 

And, warm, in falutary ftreams defcend : ef 

Thofe ftreams to mortals balmy health reftore ; 

The gout grows mild, and cholics are no more : 

Here languid nymphs regain the bloom of May ; 

Here cripples dance—and hurl the crutch away. 


Hither, with lavifh hand, frefh peafants bring 
The fruits of autumn and the flow’rs of {pring; 
: | Whilft 


; tad 
— ——— a 
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Whilft lowing herds, from richeft paftures, pour tbl 
_ ‘The draught falubrious in their milky ftore : Bs 
Each fowl, of various plume; that haunts the wood, 

Or wings the heath, or dives the liquid flood : 

The {preading fea-fith, and the fcaly fry, 

Contiguous coafts or neighb’ring ftreams fupply. 

‘Thus art and nature join, in friendly ftrife, 

To fhow’r on Bath the blandifhments of life. 


Oh! Bath, thrice happy, if to man ’twere giv’n 

- 'T” enjoy, with temp’rate ufe, the gifts of Heay’n ! 
Didft thou ‘thy partial fate but truly prize ; 

Didit thou increafe in virtue as in fize: 

_ Were luxury banifh’d, with each baneful vice; 
Th’ infernal arts of fcandal, * cards, and dice: 
Whe vagrant herds, that ev’ry ftreet infeft, 

And infolence, with rigorous care fupprefs’d : 
Did no bafe mifcreants, to themfelves unjuft, 
By mean exa€tions /:bcra/l minds difgutt : 

From diftant counties thanes in crouds fhould fly, 
Proud in thy domes to fhun the wint’ry fky : 

t Augufta’s {elf fhould half deferted ftland, - 
And Bath poffefs-‘the riches of the land. 


‘, 


‘To a Limner at Bath: 
Equally excellent in Portraits and Landfrips. 


RAWN by the magic pow’rs of light and fhade, 
D To Gainfb’rough’s {kill be this flight tribute paid ; 
To charm the foul, with equal force confpire 
The painter’s genius and the poet’s fire. . 


_ * The author is aware of the unpolitenefs of this cenfure: But, tho’ 

a fober game at ‘¢ whift and fwobbers’’ might make an innocent part of | 
__ the feftival entertainments of our anceftors, yet he cannot but confider 

cards, in the prefent age, (when made a neceflary introduction to good 

company, and the chief employment, fummer and winter, of people of 

fafhion) as equally prejudicial to the ferious bufinefs, and the real enjoy- 

ment of life, : a 

+ The Roman name for London, 


ee ee ' . When 
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When Milton fings of angels, bold in fight, 

Or blooming cherubs, half-diffolv’d in light ; 

Or leads his Eve to Adam’s longing arms, 

In all the luftre of primeval charms ; 

Fir’d with the fong, thro’ Eden’s blifsful groves, 

With the firit pair, th’ inraptur’d fancy roves : 

*Midft cryftal founts, or amaranthine bow’rs, 

Ambrofial fruits, and ever-blooming flow’rs, ¥ 
We trace each ftep, by various paffions toft, 

And quit with tears the ‘* paradi/e they lof.” 

Like that blefs’d pair, by Gainfb’rough’s pencil drawn, 
Here * each fond couple treads the flow’ry lawn: | 
Or fun-burnt heroes fhine in mimic arms, 

Or beauties glow with never-fading charms ; 
Each eye the animated features ftrike ; 
Ev’n lovers, pleas’d, confefs the portrait like. 

But, when the landfkip’s various charms we trace, 
Where nature’s felf appears with heighten’d grace ; 
‘There fylvan {cenes prefent the op’ning glade, . 

"'h’ enamell’d lawn, or cool fequefter’d fhade ; 
‘The ruddy dawn there gilds the diftant tow’r 5 
‘There the fmooth lake refle&ts the purple flow’r, 
In filent wonder fix’d, with joy ferene, 

The mind furveys th’ imaginary fcene ; 

And owns the pleafing cheat fo well fuftain’d, 
Each landfkip feems a “‘ paradife regain'd.”® 


** On another Limner at Bath: 
An Expoftulation. 


ae AY, thou that deign’ft in panegyric lays, 

66 And rapturous notes, the Graphic Art to praife, 
“© Why fhares not Hoare thy tributary ftrain? 

«© (Methinks I hear Italia’s felf complain ) 

“« Whofe glowing tints, with ev’ry grace replete, — 

«« Still add frefh lufire to the fair and great? 


* Several gentlemen and ladies drawn in that tafte. 


‘¢ Whofe 
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‘© Whofe pencil Pitt and Pelham have approv’d ; 
“* Nay, Pope has dignify’d, and Allen lov’d ?” 
Thy cenfure’s juft:—To praife the artift’s hand 
Might Pope himfelf or Dryden’s mufe demand. _ / 
Yet, fure, to celebrate a fingle art, 
Where every lib’ral {cience claims a part ; 
To praife the limner, where we might commend 
‘The worthy man, the,{cholar, and the friend : 
Such panegyric might a fatyr prove ; 
Praife may. be fpar’d; where we efteem and love. 


To William Shenttone, Efq; at the Leafowes, 
; 1760. } 


CQ: EE! the tall youth, by partial fate’s decree, - 
To affluence born, and from reftraint fet free! 

Eager he feeks the fcenes of gay refort, 

The mall, the route, the play-houfe, and the court : 

Soon for fome varnifh’d nymph, of dubious fame, 

Or powder’d peerefs, counterfeits a flame. 

Behold him now, inraptur’d, fwear and figh,, — 
~Drefs, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why 3 
_ ‘Till, by kind fate reftor’d to country air, 

He marks the rofes of fome rural fair : 

Smit with her unaffected, native charms, 

A real paftion foon his bofom warms ; s 
And, wak’d from idle dreams, he takes a wife, 

And taftes the genuine happinefs of life. 


Thus, in the. vacant feafon of the year, . 
Some Templar gay begins his wild career : 
From feat to feat o’er pompous fcenes he flies, 
Views all with equal wonder and furprife ; 
Till, fick of-domes,. arcades, and temples grown 
He hies fatigu’d, not fatisfy’d, to town. 
Yet, if fome kinder ‘genius point ‘hissway: 
To where the mufes o’er thy Lea/owes flray, 
Charm’d with the fylvan beauties of the place, 
Where art affumes the fweets of nature’s face, — 7 
Re LvAee Fack, 
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Each hill, each dale, each confecrated grove, 

_ Each lake, and falling ftredm, his rapture move : 
Like the fage captive in (alypfo’s grott’, ~ 

The cares, the pleafures, Ax the world forgot, 
Of calm contént he hails the genuine {phere, . 
And longs to dwell a blifsful hermit here. 


To Morgan Graves, Efq; | Pas 


On the Improvements at Mickleton Houfe in Gloucefterfrires 
Written in 1740. A Fragment. — 


S this'the place where late, in tonfile yew, 7 
Crowns, dragons, pyramids, and peacocks grew? 
Where quaint parterres prefented to the eye . } 
‘The various angles of a Chriftmas pye ? ; ger - 
Or alleys met, with correfpondent glades, bet 
And trees in rows caft equt-diftant thades ? 
Where + terraces you'fcal’d by many’a ftep, 
From which at once poor frogs in panics leap ? 
And walls furrounding, thirty cubits high, 
Left to the view {carce thirty ells of tky ? 
Around, the manfion, barns, andftableslay, rd 
And fpread night’s mantle o’er the face of day. 
Thefe fpacious lawns an hundred hedges fhar’d, — 
Like tenements of cards, by children rear’d. 
_ What tafte perverfe our anceftors infpir'd, 
Who banifh’d.oaks, and mournful yews admir’d! ~ 
Who rais’d huge-walls to guard a few jonquils, 
-Pent up from flow’ry meads and verdant hills! 
Difdaining nature,- in her richeit drefs, 
Till tortur’d into Gothic littlenefs ! | 
Yet here thofe anceftors—a virtuous train ! een. 2 
In health contented-dwelt, thro’ many-a reign. — 
Each country-feat was then a well-ftor’d farm, ==, 
Which knew no beauties but in fnug and warm. 


+ Moft of the gardens of the laft age confifted of little terraces, with ~ 
infinite flights of fteps inftead of flopes. 


Pleas’d, 


: 
eh 
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Pleas’d, round their barns they heard their oxen lowe, 
And the fame fteeds then drew the coach and plough. 
Strangers to form, their neighbour was their gueft, 
Where mirth and rural plenty made the feaft : 

Nor hyfon yet, nor Gallic wines were known, 

Nor deem’d polite the annual jaunt to town. 

While fummers thus, and chearful winters-pafs’d, 
“They liv’d thrice happy—in their want of tafte. 


** On Mrs. C—r—y’s Villa, 
Ai Hampfiead. 1760. 


TRANGER, approach! prepar’d to fee 
A palace in epitome. ; 

A. rural queen, in this retreat, _ 
Has fix’d her airy fummer’s feat: 
*Midft grottoes, lawns, and blooming trees, 
She here enjoys the balmy breeze ; 
And hence with calm contempt looks down 
On the tumultuous joys of town. 

The villa fplendid, tho’ not great, 
With every work of art replete, © © 
Prefents to view, on every fide, 
The fpoils of oriental pride : 
All that rich China’s marts difplay, 
‘Grotefque in fhape, in colours gay ; 
Enamell’d jars or painted fkreens, 
Fat idols, pagods, mandarines ! 

But chiefly here regales our eyes 
Whate’er the Flemifh fchool fupplies 
Of landfkip rare, with labour’d fkill, 
By Berchem, Brughel, or Paul Brill;— 
Names which the connoifleur reveres, »° 
Tho’ harfh to nice poetic ears. 
Yet, what we prize above all thefe, 
Behold, the feat of health and eafe ! 
Of pleafures pure, that never cloy ; 

Of focial and domedtic joy : | 
. L% 3 Or, 
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Or, what in courts is very rare, 
Behold a. chearful,—happy pair ! 


** On a very {mall but elegant. Villa,, 
Near Bath. 


i HE vap’rith fair, whofe chariots rolk | 
On Avon’s banks, with each pert Mifs, 
truck with the fight, cry, ‘‘ Blefs my foul! 

“ Whole charming /zr/e place is this ?” 


Thus, view'd without, you deem this pile 5 
A littl box or cottage neat ; ! 
But, enter’d in, you change your ftyle ;. 
There all is {plendid—all is great. 


The Epicure : 
To W. Mills, Efq; oma late A of Generofitys 


OU call it lux'ry, when, in all his glory, 
Quin loads his plate with turtle and Yohn-Dory * 5. 
Or fnuffs the pinguid haunch’s fav’ry fleam, ~~ ¥ 
And crowns the feaft with jellies and ic’d cream.. 
But when, with more indulgence, you: employ. 
Your wealth to give the penfive bofom joy; 
When, by one lib’ral aét, the mind’s beit treat?) 
You make a + drother’s happinefs complete ; 
‘There is, youl own, tho’ rarely undesftood,. 
‘The higheft luxury in doing good ; 
Nay, view his.heart,. and Quin will grant, P’m fure;. 
‘The gen’rous man’s the trueit Epicure. 


* obn-Dory—a fit much in vogue ‘in the eighteenth eentury. 


+ He took his brother to the Bank one morning, and transferr’d’ 
40,000 |, te him, as a prefeat, a 


4 
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To William Melmoth,. Efq; 
On his Tranflation of Pliny’s Epifiles, 


wR HO’, juftly rank’d the claffic wits among, 
Great Pliny charms us in'his native tongue 5 
‘Tho’ fenfe and candour breathe thro’ ev’ry page ;—= 
- Yet—does his Jaxguage {peak th’ Auguftan age ? 
Like Tully good, yet critics ftill require: 

The je-n’-{cai-quoi which Tully’s friends admire ; 
And, taught by Melmoth, pedants muft confefs; 
He fhines, more perfect, in his Englifh drefs. 
Henceforth, when men of tafte {hall chance to name 
- Rach Britith author of diftinguifh’d fame, 

Amongtt our claflics Pliny fhall be one, 

High in the lift, with Swift and. Addifon.. 


On Tully’s Head in Pall-Mall : 
To Mr. R. Dodfley, on his writing Cleone, 175@: 


: 
HERE Toully’s buft and honour'd namé 
Point. out the venal* page, 
There Dodfley confecrates to fame 
The claffics of his age. 
Ze 
In vain the poets, from their mine, 
Extract the fhining mafs, - 
Till Dodfley’s mint has ftamp’d the coins 
- And bid the fterling pais. 


i 
Yet he,. I ween, in Ca/ar’s days, 
A. nobler fate: had found ; 
Dodfley himfelf with verdant bays. 
Had been by Ce/ar crown'd. 


- Here fophs may learn what Plato” thought 


é 


ee 2 EE 


His buft near Tully’s had, ae plac’d, 
Himfelf a claffic bard’; i 
His works. Apolle’s temple grac’d, ) > 3) 4 
And met their juft reward.” feat A 


5s 
But ftill, my friend, be virtue, fenfe, : 
And competence thy {hare ; , iY 
And think each boon, that courts meal 4 
Beneath a poet’s care. iv seit 
Perfitt to grace this humbler whi Vi yd orig ua 


Be Tully’s head the fign ; ps ttl Hi | 


Till fature bookfellers hall boaft arite | 
To vend their, tomes at thines nl ane 


On the Bithop of Cloyhe’s Book ‘Upon — 
_ Tar- - Water, 17446 : 


eae ev'ry fabjed Berkley treats. 
“"* With elegance and eafe ! 
Tar breathes forth aromatic tweets, 


And metaphyfics bear el ity r 


Tho’, humbly firft, the’ a explores > Nod 
The virtues ar the pine ;. (Yo woltish edt” 
To loftieft themes he penty foars, 
Phyfician and divine! . 


3 
Here batter’d rakes, for taint or gout, aha «i 


A fure balfamiec find ; 


rat) ure i 
ven | wae «wisthe 


Of the eternal mind ere 
rte se , si i 


* From ivetigating the oe fire, to bee the ‘}itoes of *ta¥ are. 


chiefly afcribed—the bifhop afcends to the Platonic notion i i ig Supreme™ 
Being—mind-—and vivifying fpirit, &c, > Wooo Yo 


ae hy ‘Hence. 


/ 


é 


wy 
ay? 
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‘Henceforth let none the mane decry, 
If Berkley’s pious care 

Teach wits to own a Trinity, 
And beaux to relith tar. 


: To the Right Honourable Lady Ch———m, 
+1703. 


HEN te Portia glitters at the play, 

~ Or, in her birth-night robes, outfhines the day 5 3 
From crouds diftinguifh’d: by her grace and air, 
Portia the fairett feems, where all are fair : 
A kindling paffion ev’ry breaft alarms, | 
Each tongue proclaims the triumph of her charms. ~ 


But when, retir’d amidft their rural bow’rs, 
She chears th’ illuftrious patriot’s calmer hours ; 
Or, fmiling, fits her infant tribe among, 

And guides to virtue’s paths the lift’ning throng : 
Behold, amidft thefe pleafing cares of life, 
The tender mother and th’ engaging wife ! 

More juft applaufe thefe humbler virtues fhare, 
And Portia fhines—as good as fhe is fair. © 


On Mifs’- ———, afterwards Lady ———, 
1740. 


UCIA was form’ by Heav’n in courts to fhine, 
With grace, and air, and majefly divine; 
Yet, o’er thofe charms, her virtuous thoughts difpenfe | 
The humblett. mien, with rural innocence. 
Hence vifcounts wait their doom from Lucia’s eyes, 


\ Whilft manly a fwain—in hopelefs filence dies. 


é 


Venus 


1 ee > 
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Venus: genetrix. 
To Mrs, W———, 1760, 


I. 
HEN Stella joins the blooming throng, 
Of virgins dancing on the plain, 
A grace the feems the.nymphs among, . 
Or. Dian’ ’midft-her- virgin tram. 


zeit 

But when, with fweet maternal airy 
She leads Iulus: thro’ the grove; 

Herfelf appears like Venus. fair, : 
Her wanton boy the god of love. 


On the accomplifhed Mifs —— ¢ 
By a School-Boy. | | 

HEN for the prize the heav’nly rivals ftroves 

Before.the Phrygian prince, in Ida’s grove, 


Venus in vain-had brib’d her judge with Helens. 
Had Pallas nam/’d der fav’rite Molly A——n. 


On the celebrated: Mifs ———; 


RESH as.the fpring, and like Aurora fairy ~~ 
Clarinda iffues torth, the publi¢ care ! = 
Where’er fhe moves admiring crouds refort, 
Whilft round her charms the loves and graces fport. 
Her eyes the hearts of heedlefs: iops beguile, a Fi: 
Who catch each glance—and. feed upon each fmile + 
But the blefs’d youth,. diftinguish’d trom the throngs; 
Who hears th’ inchanting accents of her tongues. | 
Her native wit, her more than, manly fenfe; ; 
Exprefs’d with fweet, bewitching diffidences - 
Owns in her mind more pow’rful beauty lies, 


And fearce obferves the luftre of her eyes. 


\ 
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** An Apology to Lucinda. 


ROWN not, Lucinda, that the wand’ring mufe 
Thro’ diftant fields her fay’rite tafk purfues 5 
For, tho’ with various fweets fhe decks her lays, 
€olle&ting ev'ry flow’r that merits praife ; 
Tho’ in each nymph fome charm perhaps may find, 
Some faint refemblance of Lucinda’s mind ; 
From you fhe paints each grace, each winning art 5 
They fhare my verfe, but you poffefs my heart. 


a 


< 


SATYRICAL. 


The Dangler. 


HARM’D with the empty found of pompous words, 
Carlo vouchfafes to dine with none but lords ; 
Whilft rank and titles all his thoughts employ, 
For thefe he barters every foctal joy : 
For thefe, what you. and;I fincerely hate, 
He /ives.in form, and often ftarves in ftate,—» 
Carlo, enjoy thy peer! content to be 
Rather a flave to: him than friend to me. 
Go, fell the fubftance to retain the fhow ; 
May you /eem happy—whilft Pm really fo! 


Vanity and: Avarice, 


fs 
“< FLE wretch that courts the fordid great, 
And with the fplendid Florio dines, 
Ts tantalis’d in empty: ftate, 
And thirfts amidft his coftly vines. . Ff 
i 3p 3 2. There’s 
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| oH 
_There’s Burgundy, he lets you know, 
Or bright champaigne’s more fprightly juice: . 
There’s claret too ;—but all for fhow ; 
The honeft port alone’s for ufe. 


ue 
Thus vex’d, his tortur’d guefts complain, 
And ftare at what they fear to touch ; 
Thus Flrio, covetous and vain, 
Still does too littlh—or too much. 


To Avaro. 


HU S to the mafter of a houfe, 
Which, like a church, would ftarve a moufe $ 
Which never gueit had entertain’d, © 
Nor meat nor wine its floors had ftain’d ; 
I faid :-—Well, Sir, ’tis vaiily neat ; 
But where d’you drink, and where d’you eat? - 
If one may judge, by rooms fo fine, 
It cofts you more in mops than wine. 


** The Hogs of H——k. 


ING Bladud once efpy’d fome hogs 
Lie wallowing in the fteaming bogs ;__ 
Whence iffu’d forth thofe fulph’rous fprings, — 
Since honour’d by more potent kings. 
Vex’d at the brutes alone poffefing . 
What ought to be a common blefling, 
He drove them thence, in mighty wrath, 
And built the ftately town of Bath. 
The hogs-—thus banifh’d by the prince— 
Have lurk'd at H k ever fince. 


The Impudehce of Wealth. bona 


Ba O, whofe pride difdains to give attention, 
Still afks you things above his comprehenfion ; 


4 
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But, 
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But, ’ere you fpeak, his thoughts are on himfelf ; 

His drefs, his dinner, or his paltry pelf. 

- One day, quoth he, ‘* What fignifies your learning ? 

“© Does Greek or Latin make:one more difcerning ? 

«« For all your claffics ’'d not give one groat ; 

“© Who’s e’er the richer, pray, for all they wrote ? 

«¢ Tf bools then neither make men rich or wifer, 

“<-Your man of learning is the greateft mifer; 

<¢ Whofe ftudies, day and night, his thoughts employ, 

‘© To heap up ftores, which he can ne’er enjoy.” , 
Your reas’ning ’s fomething odd, I told the man, Sir, 

But you'll not liften to a proper anfwer. 

The {weets of knowledge are to thee, I find, 

Sounds to the deaf, or colours to the blind : 

Since in the dark then owls are more difcerning, 

How juft is thy antipathy to learning ! 


The Teft of Merit : 
On the Earl of Ch———d. 


“ce S this the man fo fam’d for wit?” 
Cries Bufo, fam’d for wanting it ; 

«¢ This little man, fo thin and queer ?— 
‘¢ Who'd take his lordfhip for a peer? - : 
“¢ His eyes indeed,have fomething fprightly, 
«« But fure his perfon.’s far from fightly : 
«© They praife his fpeeches and his jokes ; 
«© He looks and talks like other folks.” 

Thus Bufo, puft’d with' pride and fat, 
Still vents his fpleen in frothy chat : 
More vers’d in butcher’s meat than books, 
Enquires how fat or lean one looks 5. 
And fagély, by mechanic rules, : 
Deems men philofophers or fools: eta! ia 
His balance rais’d, with air profound, = 
He weighs your merit—by the pound, t ol 
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An Apology to Bufo. 


UFO, itfeems, aloud complains, 
He’s made the fubje& of my ftrains : 
Declares, ‘he never gave offence ;”. 
And ‘ wonders at my infolence. 
‘© A word (he’s fure) he never fpoke, 
‘* That could a poet’s fpleen provoke; 
** Why vents he then on me his f{pite, 
‘© Who hardly know the man by fight ?” 
Why truly, tho’ thus over-weening, 
Thy words, I trow, have no great meaning 5 
Yet, Bufo, who can tamely bear 
Thy folemn ftrut, thy haughty air? 
Our ftreets, tho’ reaionably wide, 
Are {carce fufficient for thy pride : 
Affronts are not to words confin’d ; 
Thy /cok’s an infult on mankind. 


Lorenzo, er the Mam of Reading. 


ORENZO is,.the’? much,a bean, 
: The greateft reader that I know: 
Reads each new pamphlet,. each.new play, 
And knows, of each, what people fay ;. 
‘Thence fixes, with.a. critic {pirit, 
(At fecond hand) each writer’s merit: 
The firft to know, ftill more exaé, 
‘The name and author of each tract : 
Defpifes thofe that have not bought 
The laft new thing that Churchill wrote : 
Points out each bright, each fav’rite line, "ae. 
And vows—the whole is vaftly fine ! : 
But yet, with all this various reading, 
Lorenzo is a man of breeding. 
‘Tho’ he had been two years at college, 
He ne’er infults you with deep knowledge 3 
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No {craps of Latin quotes, nor borrows 
A thought from Virgél or from Horace : 
No learned points he e’er unravels ; 
Ne’er mentions hiftory or travels : 


-Gives no account of ancient times, 


Or what is done in foreign climes : 
In fhort, his reading, you will find, 
Floats on the furface of his mind. 
Lorenzo reads, as others play ; 

He reads—for /omething fill to fay: 


_ He reads a thing, becaufe ’tis zew, 


Or reads—becanufe his neighbours do, 


Why then, I find, thou art, my friend, 
An endle/s reader —-to no end. 
If thefe, faid 1, are all your views, — 
Throw by your books—and read the news ? 


** The folemn Cheat. 


Ego te intus_——€S in cute novi. PERS, 


LAS! Sir knight,: in vain-you wear 
That fenatorial wig—and air:: 

Tn vain call in Referve’s affiflance, 
To keep us /itz/e folks at diftance : 
Indeed, my friend, this will not do ;. 
A child may pierce the cobweb thro’. 

Thefe arts may ruitics keep in awe, 
And to your. vaflals give the law. 
We know the world, and we defpife 
This mummery, this poor difguife. 
You're ftill the fame, do all you can 5 
We know too well what is in man ! 


No artifice that.foul can hide, 


The feat of ignorance—and pride ; 
But, fpite of all this vile grimace, 
We read—the Ideot in your face. 
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The Force of Fafhion. 


ARUS, tho’ merely led by fafhion, 
For worth alone pretends a patflion ; 
Affects, with truly lib’ral fpirit, 
To idolife a man of merit: 
Applauds the deeds, the fenfe, the jokes, 
Of good, of wife, of witty folks:— 
He daily at your houfe attends, 
And feems to rank you with his friends : 
In public too he’ll fill affect 
To treat you with profound refped, 
(More than Venetians do their doge) 
For what ?—becaufe you are iz vogue. 
For, Sir, you muft not think it ftrange 
If Varus fhould his conduct change. 
The public, fickle as a child, 
Now frowns on what fo late it fmil’d; 
Still fond of change, wants fomething new 3 
Carefling me, neglecting you. 
See Varus, in his turn, affect. 
To treat you with the fame neglect ; 
Nay, fhuns you, as a worthlefs rogue, . os 
For what? Becaufe you’re out of vogue. 


The fair ‘Stoic: 


a 


‘ BY R and forbear ;?? thus preach the Stoic fagess 


And in two words include the fenfe of pages. 
With patience dear life’s certain ills ; and oh ! 
Forbear thofe pleafures which muft end in woe. 
With thefe wife maxims Sappho ftill can treat us, 
And prove her text from * Carter’s EpiGetus. 
Thus to be Stoics each fair friend fhe teaches, — 
Whilit Sappho ne’er can prattife what fhe preaches ; 
For, turn’d of fifty, we may fafely fwear, 
Sappho will neither dear—nor yet forbear. 


* Epictetus elegantly tranflated by Mifs Carter. 
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To be written in a young Lady’s Milton, 


LOE, to Clee’s foibles fomewhat blind, 
C Admires the froward whims of woman-kind.—- 
“* Strange! that our mother Eve, fo void of grace, 
<* Should for an apple curfe the human race.” 
Her cenfures thus on Eve rath Cloe pours, * 
Whilft the herfelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceafe, fair maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had furely done the fame: 
For lefs reftraint your Maker’s will had crofs’d, 
Nay, for a crab, your paradife had loft, 


The Heroines, or modern Memoirs, - 


N ancient times, fome hundred winters paft, 
When Britith dames, for confcience-fake, were chafte, 
If fome frail nymph, by youthful paffion fway’d, 
From virtue’s paths unhappily had flray'd ; 
When banifh’d reafon re-ailum’d her place, 
"The confcious wretch bewail’d her foul difgrace ; 
Fled from the world, and pafs’d her Joylets years 
In decent folitude and pious tears ; 
Veil’d, in fome convent made her peace with Heav'n, | 
And almoft hop’d—by prudes to be forgiv’n, 
Not fo of modern wh-res, th’ illu@rious train, 
_Renown’d Conftantia, P-lkington, and V-ne : 
Grown old in fin, and dead to am’rous joy, 
No aéts of penance their great fouls employ. 
Without a blufh behold each nymph advance, 
The lufcious heroine of her own romance ; 
Each harlot triumphs in her lofs of fame, 
, And boldly prints and pudlifbes her thame. 


The C&conomitt. 


AURA, profufe.as city dame can be, 
1 Still piques herfelf.on her ceconomy ; 
bi ad She 
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She ne’er will buy a thing that’s dear, fhe vows, 

Yet, by her bargains, pillages her fpoufe. 

«© That fet of china was the cheapeft thing! 
«¢ ’Tis fine enough to entertain the king. 

«© This cambric, flily flipp’d into her hand, 

‘© Was /uch a bargain—fhe could zor withitand { . 
«¢ That cloth, tho’ dear, coft nothing, one may fay ;—« 
t< ’T will wear for ever—and—lI know ’twill pay.”— 
Then fhe has bought the fineft goofe in town ; 

They afk’d three fhillings—but took half-a-crown. 

«¢ And don’t you think this ham prodigious cheap ? 

«© We did not want it—but, you know, ’twill keep,” 
Her friends with bargains thus poor Laura treats, 
Laughs at her tradefmen, whilft herfelf the cheats : 

But, Laura, ttop in time ; -too late, I fear, 

You'll find thefe dargains coft you dev’lifh dear. 


The curious Impertinent. 


Man there is, to all the country known, © 
Who neither lives in country nor in town? . 

He’s here, he’s there; from place to place he flies, 
In queft of that which Heav’n to man denies. 
Curio, the prefent joys of life forgot, 
Still fancies greater joys where 4e is not : 
Hence, ever reftlefs, go where’er you will, 
You'll find poor Curio at your elbow fill. ' 
He boafts no wit ; but yet, the Lord knows why, 
Curio ftill keeps the beft of company. 
Wherever well-drefs’d folks in crouds appear, 
Afk’d, or unafk’d—you’ll fill find Curio there. 
At every venifon, every turtle feaft, 
- See him, with anxious looks, a conftant gue! 
Drawn by the favoury fieam, no doubt? —Why no; 
He only comes to fee how matters go. 
In fhooting feafon, Curio takes his gun ; 
Ts there a fiihing party ? He makes one: 
Not for the fport—No; Curio neither went 
To fhoot or ffh—but juft to learn th’ event. : 
To day 
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To-day he comes, to fhew my lord your place ; 
To-morrow does the fame—?’ oblige his grace : 

Thus, mov’d by wires, this arrant punchinello, . 
For want of bufinefs — is a bufy fellow | 


** To Vario. 


. nr 
ARIO? thou art not void of fenfe, 
Yet, fure, fuch pride and infolence 
The brighteft parts difgrace : 
To-day thou meet’ft one, quite delighted ; ’ 
O-morrow, ‘truly, thou’rt fhort-fighted, 
And doft not know one’s face. 


2s 
Thou haft, I own, fome fhining qualities, 
But then they hardly feem realities, 
Nor fit to fix a friend on: 
For, whilft thy temper is fo various, 
Thy {miles and frowns are fo precarious, 
Say, what can we depend on? 


One hour, forfooth, i As civil, 
The next, thou look’ft like any devil ; 
How fhall we truly prize thee ? 
. Thy frowns—we’ll laugh at, or neglect ; 
Thy fmiles—we'll treat with fore’d refped, 
But in our hearts —defpife thee, 


‘Town-Life and Country-Life. 


may, O W dull’s a country life! fage Bufo cries : 

C. Dull as your life-in town, his friend replies. 
7. How can you bear the fame things o’er and o’er? 
C. Yet what can Bath or London, pray, give more? 
7. You eat and drink, and troll about your fields ;— 
C. Such are the joys your fav’rite town-life yields : 
Yet, whilft our fields are green, our flow’rs are tweet, 
You breathe in fmoke—and tread the dufty ftreet, 
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7. To fhift the {cene we’ve various public places ;—-.), 
C. Yet ftill you meet the fame dull-bufy. faces. 9 9m ¥ 
7. Then freth and frefh we read the daily news;— ... 
C. Content, fome weekly journal I perule. 

7. Can you the rooms, cards, company refign? 

C. Yes; for health, eafe, good air, and wholefome wine 
J. But you’ve no neighbours.—-C. Yes, we have a few ; 
And then—we’re feldom plagu’d with folks like you. 


The Man of Senfe. 8 ¥ 


ILO, you tell me, is a man of fenfe, : i 
Who thus difplays his wit at’your expences ——* 
Whilit with your claret Mle you regale,  ~ 
He foothes your ear with jeft or humorous tale: . 
Yet, ftung with fatyr or malignant fneer; 
You often buy your mirth extremely dear. 
He entertains your company, “tis true ; 
But, whilft you laugh with him, we laugh at-you, 
Milo, whene’er you f{peak, looks wond’reus wife, 
Or cuts you fhort with infolent replies: . 
If contradicted, heav’ns! what exclamations ! 
He fills the room with rude vociferations: ¢ 
With cynic fnarls maintains the loud debate, 
Fierce as a cur before his mafter’s gate. ; 
Wit as he is, and fraught with learned ftore, © 
Yet Milo wants one happier talent more. © ~~~ 
None laugh fincere but thofe who’re at their eafe ; 
Then, Mzlo, learn the better art—to pleafe : 
Fools are reveng’d when wit gives juft:offence, 
And true good-nature far outfhines good fenfe. 
yet 


: 
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Strephon and Blowfalind, or the Amorous 
*Squire. 


: TREPHON in vain purfu’d a rural fair, ~ 
y The rofy obje& of his tender care’! hid 
‘The nymph, who long had lov’d a jollier {wain, 
Still view’d the amorous Strephon with difdain. 
Provok’d, he ftrove by force to ftorm her charms : 
__. She rais’d her hand—and dafh’d him from her arms : 
** Oh ceafe, he cries, fubdue that barbarous {pite, 
** ‘Tho’ doom’d to love—I was not born to fight! 
** You've ftol’n my heart, deprive me not of breath ; 
“* Thole frowns are cruel—but that Sf is death |” 


. 


** A reafonable Satisfaction : 
Imitated from Sir T. Mores 
W HILST glory’s caufe, two lon £ campaigns, 


Thrafo in diftant climes detains ; 
His wife had fix’d her fad retreat 
Contiguous to Sir Harry’s feat ; 
Who, in mere pity to her cafe, 
Kindly fupply’d the hufband’s place, 

Thrafo return’d, the tale tran{pirés ; - 
Revenge the Captain’s bofom fires. | 
He takes his fword, intent on blood, 
And meets the knight behind a wood. _ 
** Scoundrel,” quoth he, <¢ fay, on thy life, 
“* Haft thou prefum’'d to kifs my wife?” 
K 


794 EPIGRAMS-. 
bis knight, unmov’d by Thrafo’s rant, . 

Reply’d, and grafp’d his -eaken “plants --- 7 > 2: otdiot ine 
© Why, really, Sir, "ewixt. me.and Yous 
. : The thing you hint at ’s very true.’ 
«¢ You own it then !—oh, very well<= ) 
«* Orelfe, by all the dev’ Ms i in hell, 
«« But that thou haft the fact confe/, 
66 This ae fword- had piere’d thy breaft?*=" 


The Invifible : : , 
Written at Cullege, W747 0 es 


HAT mortal burns not with the love of ifte | ”? 

V Some write, fome fight—fome eat themfelves 4 name, 
For fame beau Frightful haunts each public place, at 
And grows confpicuous for—his ugly face. 
Laura, the rural circle’s conftant’ boaft, 
Si hs forthe Mall, and longs to be a:toaft. 

e prieftling, “proud of doétrine-not‘his own, °°” > 
: Utes s a feart—and longs to. preachin town. © / 
) Ev’n tWhitefield's faints, whofe-cant has fill’d’ the nation, 
Toil more for fame, I trow, than reformation. 

Verus, tho’ blefs’d with learning, fenfe, and wit, 
Yet prides. himfelf in never fhewing it : 
Safe in his cell, he! ftuins the:ftaring croud, 
And inward fhines, like Sol behind a cloud. potbeast 
For fame let fops to diftant: regions roam, | aN 
Lo! here’s the mat—who‘never ftirs from uinie t ae y ’ 
That unfeen wight—whom all men with to fee 
Illuftrious rey meré aes ate ae 

a? 


*e' The: thirfty Garreteer. 


OU often pity. honeft Ned, 
Condemn’d, it feems, to write for breads? 
His lib’ral foul, till: Dodfley pays, » oe hte 
sy doon’d to faft—or i the bays. ee 
3 ‘ ra Yet, 
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Yet, by that jovial, ruddy looks = => 
Not gain'd by poring o’er ‘his ‘book; 
That clammy ale, his table fpilt ony) 0) i 
That tankard, cover’d with a Milton ¢ 
By all thefe tokens, Ned, I. fear, 
Writes not fo much for bread—as beer. 


On a Quack : 
Who § travels by AB of Parliament? 


E folemn tribe, who write-and take your fees, 

_ Adorn’d with Englith or with Scotch degrees : 
Who boatt of licenfes, and idly puff ity % 
Your le€tures, hofpitals, and fuch vain fluff: 
Behold a man, of more intrinfic worth, | 
For public good, tho’ “* gazty,’” fallies forth ! 4 48 
*¢ His uncLe’s pupil ;”—who, for thirty years, 
Has check’d the widow’s and the orphan’s tears’s 
“* Allow'd by all a moft ingenious’ fage; 
Styl’d, by himfelf, “* The wonder of the age*!”” | 
The great SHapper !—who {corns your letter'd kill, 
Great B-ylis, L-cas, and ev’n doétor H-Il! she 
Sent forth— ** by aét of parliament” to kill. 


Liberty in Danger —on the new Ack apaintt 
a as Swearing :) 8 
etal 2 Written in 1747. 


INCE firft + the Norman fix'd his ftandard hete, 

Britons have claim’d a right—to curfe and fwear. 
In vain the preacher, with his milk-white hand, «>. 
Denounc’d d-mnation on a guilty lands) 01) 0 o> 
With «‘ D-mn you Jack!” each friend his friend {till greets ; 
And ‘ Blood and thunder !”? echoes thro’ our flreets. 


ke 3 * The words of his adyertifement. Oi 
+ The Normans are fuppofed to have introduced this cuftorm, 


K 2 Bur 


hs 


| the original, 
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- But ftronger fanétions now our pulpits arm, 
Prifons and muléts th’ abandon’d wretch alarm : 


- ‘The fear of hell, ’twas found, could nought avail ¢. 


- 


But ev’n a captain trembles at a jail : 

The lofs of money, fure, tho’ not of foul, 

Mutt ftrike vice dumb, and blafphemy controul ; 
Sailors themfelves henceforth fhall grow more civil, 
And dread * De Veil-at leaft, tho’ not the devil. 


‘War proclaimed at Brentford : 

sities Written in 1744. °° 
RITAIN at length her wrath declares, 
And fierce to meet the foe prepares : 

Bellona mounts her iron car, 

Grac’d with the implements of war : 

Augufta founds the dread alarm, 

And all our ports their gallies arm : 

Briftol and York have heralds fent, 


Denouncing George’s dire intent ; 
Nay, :Brentford now proclaims defiance ;-~ 


~ Let Bourbon tremble at th’ alliance! 


** An Epitaph: - 
Imitated from the Latin in ——— Abbey, 


, © Sifle viator — Hoe te feire velim,” &. 


“C\ TOP! gentle traveller, flop your + dere, ° 
And view a-while this lifelefs corfe : 

You can’t conceive how great a man. 

Contracted lies within this fpan. 


® An active Middlefex juftice at that time. 
+ Tho’ the original does not mention an horfe, yet, as few foot-travel- 


| lers underftand Latin, the tranflator hopes he has preferved the fpirit-of 


Alive, 


| 
i? 
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Alive, indeed, ’twas honeft Jack; | 
‘We've often thump’d him on the back : 
He’d take his glafs, without a fufs, 

And we e’en thought ‘him one of us. 
But now, behold, when dead and gone, 
He’s juftly ftyl’d the Great Sir John! 
See! Virtue’s felf her diftance keep, 
And angels o’er his afhes weep ! 

With trump ereét, the goddefs Fame 
To diftant regions founds his name. 

Thus much ’twas fit that you fhould read 3 
Now, gentle traveller, proceed. 


** The innocent Theft: 
To the Rev. Dr. atm ee a | 


OU tell us, Doétor, ’tis a fin to feal; 

We to your practice from your ext appeal. 
You feal a fermon, /ea/ a nap; and, pray, 
From dull companions don’t you real away ? 


** An ceconomical Reflection: <<. 
From an Flint. of Scarron. 1740. 


7 


LL mortal things are frail—and go to por; ~ 

_ What wonder then that mortal trowfers rot? 
My velvet torn, I fhone in mimic fhag ; 
Thofe foon grew rufty—and Jegan to flag. 
Leather I hate ;. Nankeen was fomething queer 5 
Camblet was’ airy—but how apt to tear ! 
Quoth I, Sir Prickloufe, fhall we try a rug ?— 
** Yes, Sir, fays he; thofe fure will hold a tug.” —— 
Ah no! the rug decay’d, like all the patt ; 
Ev’n { ever-lafting would not ever laft. | 
What muft be done, my friend ?—‘* Why, Sir, in troth, 
£* With projects tir’d—I’d ftick to common cloth.” 


f A ftuff fo called, 
K3 Aw. 


. 


ag Wp ftart his lotdthip,, to the window flies, . 


Pe 
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Againtt Riddles: 1740. 


F all the fops that plague mankind, 
None with th’ eniginatift can vye, 
Who vainly hopes applaufe to find, 
By ftudying obfcurity. 


When Nimrod’s fons, to mount the fkies, 
With rath intent a tow’r began, - 
What ftratagem did Heaven devile 
To diflipate that impious clan? 


¥leav’n fent no famines, plagues, or wars $ 
_ Bat gave each mana puzzling riddle : 
His neighbour’s dulnefs each abhors,— 
And leaves the building in the middle. 


An Incident in High Life. 


HE Bucks had din’d; and deep in council fats” - 
_ Their wine was brilliant—but their wit grew flat 3 
‘And lo! “a race! a race!” in rapture cries : a 
‘¢ Where ?? quoth Sir John: “ Why, fee! two drops of rain - 
«« Start from the fummit of the cryftal pane : hie 
«< A thoufand pounds ! which drop with nimbleft force — 
<¢ Performs its current down the flippery courfe !” , 
The betts were fix’d ; in dire fufpenfe they wait 
For victory, pendant on the nod of fate. 
Now down the fafh, unconfcious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll—like pearls from Cloe’s eyes. 
But-ah! the glitt’ring joys of life are thort!— 
How oft two joitling fteeds have fpoil’d the fport! 
Lo! thus attraction, by coercive laws, et 
‘Th’ approaching drops into ove bubble draws. 
Each curs’d' his fate, that thus their project crofs’d 5 
How hard their lot who neither won nor loft! 
Ta 
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To Dogtor Abel ——: . s 1 
~ In bis Sicknefs. my 


BEL! prefcribe thyfelf; trat not another: 
Some envious leech, like Cain, may flay his brothers _ 


** On the prevailing Tafte for Quack-Medi- 
. ay Vi Sanaa a 
To womens men eee, Gt Bath, 


“TF HEN Science now, with radiance bright, 
7 Shines forth in her meridian light; 9 
And Learning’s ftores their aid impart, 
To dignify the healing art : 
When Britain long has view’d with pride, 
- Her realms with men of fkill fupply’ds 
‘When Bath, Health’s Magazine, can boal 
Of Regulars a numerous hoft ; ian 
Phyficians of diftinguith’d fame, 92° yh tN 
Whom friendthip bids me—not tonamet oy Ah 
To whom, by long inftruétion train’'d, 
All Nature’s laws Tavedeen Mishra > 2 one ae ide 
For Heav’n’s, and for your own fakes, 
Beware, my friends, beware of quacks ! 
Let W--rd, let J--mes, or gentle H-ll, _ 
Their powders boaft, or drop, or pill; 
Their eflences of fage or honey, | ‘ 
To eafe you of your pain—and money : 
Yet what avails a pompous name, , 
If poifons flow diffolve your frame? - 
If numbers ftill have victims dy’d 
To the beft med’cines mif-apply’d ? 
Think how egregioufly they fool us, 
Who vaunt, the fame fpecific Bolus, 
Or fam’d Elixir, can root out. 
A fever, dropfy, ftone, or gout! - 
K 4 For 
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For contradiétions can’t be true, 

And*what cures me'may murther you. 
Tao fure Iam, thefe boafted no/frums, 

Like thofe difpens’d from country roftrurs, 
More mortal men deprive of breath, 
‘Fhan * Battle, Murder, Suddain Death 

* Or, could.we but the truth examine, . 
Than, Plague, or i fiilence, or Famine. 


+ The Force of Novels 
PSE 1 50 Demme 


| A'T H_ has been deem’d, time out of mind, 
The feat of diffipation ; 
Where Britifh nymphs united find 
* The follies of the nation. 


While. fomething riew, to hear or fee, 
Their fancy fuill regales ; 

Plays, Concerts, Balls, or Public Tea, 
Or Genjurors, or Sales : 


As length Religion takes its turn 5 mart 
From Kirk to Kirk they’re gadding ; eh Fe 

And oh! how fierce their TARR burng” be 
When fet on fire by M-d-nt. 5 


Preach on, ye zealots, preach and shaves 
And triumph, whilft you may ; 
Should Punch, with puppet-fhew, arrive, 
Again your flocks would ftray. 
“Now. 1765. 


The Virtuofo.. 
THA T, to the valiant knight of Spal 


Was Donna del Tobofo ; — ‘ ; 


Such is the idol of his brain 
To ev’ry virtuofo,' 


® Threg noted Phy icine in Oxfords ve T) Sétost 
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Don Quixotte to a goddefs lifted. 

An home-fpun country lafs ; e 
Each grain of corn the damfel fifted 

With him for pearls could pafs. 


Whate’er the curious deifies, 
Tt thus his fancy warms, .. 

And gives to fhells and butterflies: 
Imaginary charras. * 


Put let not thofe, that look more grave, 
Themfelves their wifdom pride on ; 

Since every man muft fometimes have 
His hobby-horfe to ride on. " 


_ The Prayer of an Humorift, 


¥. 
URIO, ’tis plainy by all thefe motto’s, 
Romantic wight! prefers 
Wild woods, wild rocks, and fhapelefs grotto’s, 
To gardens and parterres. 


; > 2- 
_ Each weed he culls of various hue ; 
Wild flow’rs are his delight : 
‘The primrofe pale, the hyacinth blue, 
And dog-rofe charm his fight. 


All thefe, around his moffy ae 
He plants with wond’rous care ; 
And thus, in times of parching heat, : 
. To Heav’n direéts his pray’r ; ° 
* O! fend us rain, ye Paciee pow'rs ¢ . 
‘* The earth refrefhment needs ; 
** Not for my corn, my fruits, or flow’rs 3 
“ But oh!—preferve my weeds.” 


Ks ue ae The: 
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\ I'CK of the noife and finoke of town). 
Old. Simon, fat and wealthy grown;.. 
Refolv’d to feek fome /nug retreat, 
And build himfelf a country-feat. 


he ; . 
_ One day,.in-his perambulation, 
He {pies a-tempting fituation, © 
The houfe perhaps you oft’ have féen,. 
Faft by the road’ on Turnham-green :: 
Seven windows in the front dre thruft,. 
Spite of the funfhine and the duft: 
The road a chearful-profpe& yields 3. 
The walls are blank.that face. the fieldss. 


Twice ten ftage+coathes; twice adayy. © 9° Ub > 


Here from and to the town convey. 

Old gouty cronies ofthe:city,..: 96 i» 
Who, in the country,. wax fulkwitty<s) 
Whole fummer’s days they fit-and {moke,. 
And on poor trav’llers crack their j fare 


Our cit’ the ftage.conve ys giles 


And in the ev’nine brings: him: down hee he" 
: ; bd rah Pha. fies Lib tdi) ad > Jo fh 
_ For Simon’s heart, nor think it ftrange;- ? 


Still hankers after the exchange. iy 
And thrice a week he muf?perufe 9 9°)’ 
"The Chronicles and London’éws. 0° 
His converfation this fupplies’ 9) 
With murthers, rapes, androbbetieey 
The price of ftocks—and. bankruptcies; 


Thus does our-friend; from day to-day, in 4 r. 


Contrive to huddle’ life| away: ; on 
And thus this country-snoute youfee),. 
Still bufy—as.a fummer’s bee. . 


“ * 
saves 4 


~ a 


2 


ae Bee 
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“ Ts this, faid Ij~your fig retreat‘? 
‘¢ I'd rather live in Newgatesttreet;. > 


« Or if, forfooth! one mutt be choppingy > 9 
** I'd take a country-houfe—at Wapping.” © | 
To » Efq;. 
Antiquary and F. R,S. CRB 
IVE me the thing that’s pretty, odd, and new $ 
All ugly, old, odd things—I leave to yous . 
The. Rival Colleges: Es | 
_ Or, P-mbroke the humble to Chr-f- Church the amples 


Impar congreffies — inet | 

| . . RUCE with thy fneers! thou proud, infulting colleges 
= Abe, a mach kiown—Wwe may be men of kknow-~ 
‘ ledge. pe ti 


Meditation. in. a Coffee-houfe 
In the Manner of Dr. Swift, 


OR P—tt or. B—te 
‘ Let men difpute, 
7 And wrangle e’er fo long? 
Whilft party-{pite 
Thinks nothing right, i 
Sure all aré in the wrong ! 


On the foregoing Epigrams, , 
OU imitate dean Swift, you. fay 5 mi 
His eafe, his humour—well! ‘you may: — 
From Greek and Latin you tranflate ; 
You alter this, allude to that iy fj 
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Hints too you borrow, up and downy > chet ab 
Yet fill your dulnefs is yourown:)./ | bien PT" 
And, fhould each bird his plumes. reclaim. | gi Oo 


Adieu to your poetic fame | .._. SB! Fite 


The Tmpertinence of the Critics. 


REED 2g his academic ‘gown, 
: When Rakehell firft arriv’d in town, 
Soon to Vauxhall the’youth was led, 
Lock’d arm in arm with Frank and Ned. 
Struck with the wonders of the place, 
Amazement feiz’d his brazen face : 

"Fhe glittering lights,. the gay alcoves, 
The mufic warbling thro’ the groves: 
©’er each illumin?d walk he ftrays;» 

_Each pafte-board edifice furveys 5 aR id 
Till, having view’d them o’er and 0” er, d 
Begins to with for fomething more: © 
To each fair {portive nymph he talks, 
find longs to rove in private walks 5 
But here the decent care of * Tyers 
Had plac’d his beadles and his wires 
To keep ment chafte ;—a fturdy ‘tribe 
Who fcorn to take—a flender bribe. 
Young Rakehell now. grows foundly ia 
Of what he juft before admir’d : 

He damns the place ; and fears, in fhort, 
%* Thefe conftables—f{poil all the {port !” 


The youthful bard, when firft he rovesy. . 
"Thus wildly, thro’ Arcadian groves, 
Still longs to cull forbidden flow’rs,, 
And avanton loofe in rofy bow’rs =: 
‘The path of common-fenfe forfakes,.. 
Bor painted meads and filver lakes :. 


| ® Propristos cathe ¥ 
fi: Excurfive. 
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Excurfive leaps o’er nature’s bounds, 
And truth with falfhood {till confounds. ~~~ 


Check’d by the critic’s chafter law, 
At length he learns to ftand in awe ; 
But yet, with fad reluétance, bends 
To have his lays review'd by friends ; 
Provok’d, that reafon’s rigid rules 
Forbid ev’n bards—to write like fools. 


BON 
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OLD STORTIES, 


L’ Epigramma—— 
N’eft fouvent qu'un Bon Mot de deux rimes ornt. 
BolLEaAv. 


S a weft-countty mayor, with formal addrefs, 2 
: Was making his fpeech to the haughty queen Befs = 
‘* The Spaniard, quoth he, with inveterate fpleen, — 
‘* Has prefum’d to attack you, a poor virgin-queen ; 
*¢ But your majefty’s courage has made it appear, 
*«¢ That the don had ta’en the wrong /ow by the ear.”? 


A Court - Audience. 


LD South, a witty churchman reckon’d, 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second, 
But much too ferious for a court,. . 
Who at all preaching made a {port : 
He foon perceiv’d his audience nod, 
‘Deaf tothe zealous man of God. 
"The do€tor-ftopp’d ; began to call, 
¢¢ Pray ’wake the earl of Lauderdale : | 
«© My lord! why, ’tisa monftrous thing! 
*« You fnore fo loud—you’ll ’wake the fing.” 
On 


On a Difpute pein Radcliffe and Sir 


Godfrey Kneller. 
TR Godley ahd Raddliffe had die conitnon way 

S Into one eommédn gardeh—and tach had a key. 
Quoth Keller, «* Pil certainly ftop ‘up that door, 
« Tf ever T find it tinlock’d ahy more.” 

© Your threats, replies Radcliffe, difturb not my eafe 5 

. * And, fo you don’t paint it, e’en do what you pleafe,’ 
© You’re fmart, rejoins Kneller; but, fay what you will, 
* V’ll sate any thing from you—but potion or pill,” ... 


“A Clown’s Apology to.the Doétor, 
S honeft Richard, a fabRahtial clown, - 


\. Had brought his corn,. one market-day, to town, 
He met the dodtor, who look’d vaitly big, aad 
And fternly frown’d beneath his awful wig. 

"Fhe clown, whofe heart ftill ran upon his treafure, 

Thus guefs’d the caufe of Syrinx’s difpleafure ; 

¢ J ha’n’t been lately at your fhop, quoth Dick 5, 

* But don’t be angry—for I ha’n’t been fick.” 


** The Doétor’s Arms. 


Doctor, who, for want of fkill, 

“\ Did feldom curé—arid fometimes kill 5 
€ontriv’d at length, by many a puff, 
And many a bottle fill’d with fuf, 
To raife his fortune, and his pride 
And in a coach,, forfooth ! muft ride. 
His family coat, long fince worn out, 
What arms to take was-all the doubt. 

A friend, confulted on the cafe,. 
Thus anfwer’d, with a fly grimace : 
«- 'Take fome device in your own way, 
f Neither, too folemn nor too gay ; 

os *Phtee Ducks, fuppofe; white, grey or black ; 

« And let your motto be ** Quack? Quack !” 
| The - 
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: The ‘empty Gun, ag, 


S Dick and Tom in fierce difpute engage, 
And, face to face, the noify conteft wage ; 
«© Don’t cock your chin at me,” Dick fmartly cries; . 
« Fear not—his head’s not charg’d,’ a friend replies. 


The fad Alternative. ality Sa 


N heat of youth, poor Jack engap’d a wife, ; 
Whofe tongue, he found, might prove a fcourge for lifes 
Perplex’d, he {till put off the evil day; 
Grew fick at length—and juft expiring lay: . 
To which fad crifis having brought the matter, 
«¢ ‘To wed or die”’—Jack wifely chofe the latter. 


i 
- 
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bey: MORAL; | 
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M O RA L, &e. 


To an Old Maid. :- ‘ 


F fuff’rings paft why thus complain ; 
Or why, for joys you've mifs’d, fo crofs ? 
Could pleafures, pafs’d, be deem’d a gain? 
Can pain, once pafs’d, be deem’d a lofs?. 


A Check for Mirth. 


J HEN I the bufy, fruitlefs cares, 
| The pride, the folly, hopes and fears 
OF mortal men, furvey ; fen Voie 
Like that old * Gree&, I fometimes think, 
True wifdom is to eat and drink,’ 

And J/augh the live-long day. 


™~ 


t ey 

But, when I ferioufly reflect 

How much depends on our neglett, 
Or careful ufe of time, _ 

Taught of my folly to repent, I 

Could almoft think, when turn’d of twenty, 
To laugh at all’s a crime. | 


© Democritus, 


‘Under 
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** Diogenes to Ariftippus. Sa 


Cr YD ‘with ragotits,” youtcorrmy firiple TO6d 5 
And think good-eating is man’s only en 
I afk no more than Temperance can give ; 
You live to eat, I only eat—to live. | 


Under an Hour- Glafs, 
Tne In a Grotto near the Water. ~~ 


a HIS babbling fivdarh not uninftructive flows, 
Nor idly loiters tq its deitin’d main : oy 
Each flow’r it feeds that on its margin grows, ° ! if 

And bids thee bluth, aed days are {pent in vain. 


Nor void of moral, tho” wtitHetlled: glides 
'‘Time’s current, ‘flealing on with filent hatte 3 
For lo! each falling fand his folly chides, 
Who lets one precious moment rum to waite. 


. oeS* An Invitation to the feathered Rete 1763 3 


AS AIN the balmy sephyt plowog | ah, 
Frefh verdute decks the grovey> = 9) 
Each bird with vernal: rapture glows,“ | mosh ys 
And tunes his notes -to cpu a 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly ! 
And fhun the noon-tide heat : 
My fhrubs a cooling fhade fupply $ 
My groves a fafe retreat. 


Here freely hop from rag to ipray, 
Or weave the mofly neft 
. Here rove, and fing the eloda day ; 
At night here fweetly reft, 


4. By 
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‘By Pheebus lov’d, thefe pe 2 bays 
Shall fhade your tuneful choirs: 

Here calmly fit, and chaunt your lays, 
Which Phoebus? felf infpires. | 


5. 
Thefe rofes, dear to every bard, 
To {miling Venus dear, 
With fragrant tufts your young fhall guard § 
Your loves confummate here. ) 


Amidft this cool, tranflucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 

Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the fhade. 


7 
No {chool-boy rudé, ta mifchief prone, 
Ever fhews his ruddy face ; = 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ftone, 
In this fequefter’d place. 
€ wn Opti ayes! s 
Hither the vocal Thruth repairs 5 
- Secure the Linnet fings ; Pe 
‘The Gold-finch dreads no flimy fnares 
To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philornel! ah! quit ae haunt 
Yon diftant f ie among, 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy fweetly plaintive {fong. 
| eee TiO 
Let not the harmlefs Red-breaft fear, 
Doineftic bitd ! to come ; 
And feek a fure afylum here, 
With one that loves his home. 


{ Wasley-woods, 


| 21k 
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yt 
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11. 
My trees for you, ye. artlefs tribe! 
Shall ftore of fruit preferve : 
Oh ! let me thus your friendthip. bribe s 3 
Come, feed without referve.) ~~ | 
12. 
For you thefe cherries I proteét 5 
To you thefe plums belong + 
Sweet is the fruit that you have perked 
But—fweeter far your fong! 


13- 
Let then this league, betwixt us made,’ 
Our mutual interefts guard :. 
Mine be the gift of fruit and fhade 3 
Your fongs be my reward ! 


** On the Death of an Epicure. 


T length, my friends, the feapt of life is o’er 5 
I’ve eat fufficient—and I'll drink no more: 
My night is come ; I’ve {pent a jovial day 5 
?Tis time to part ; but oh PrP bags is to pay? 


On the Death of a fine Girl of nine Years Old 
To Mrs. Oy ee 2 


OY of her friends, her parents’ only pies 

When {carce fhe’d tafted life, Eliza dy’d : 
She was—but words are wanting to fay what ; 
Say all that’s good and pretty—fhe was that. _ 


On erecting a Monument to. Shiuatiaad : 
Under the Direétion of Mr. Pope, Lard Burlington, &c. 


‘T O mark her Shakefpear’s worth, and Britain’s love, 
Let Pope defign and Burlington approve : 
Superfluous care! When diftant times fhall view 


‘This tomb grown old—his works hall ftill be new. 


+ 
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On a pyramidical Maufoleum, . 


_Liretied to Ralph Allen, Ef; in Claverton Church-yard. 


| 1764. 
"ER Allen’s duft what needs this pious. care 
O To raife yon fplendid ftru€ture high in air ?s -™ » 

How vain thefe efforts to adorn a name 
So long recorded in the rolls of fame ! 
The great, ‘the good, the friend of human-kind, 
If fuch may hope a juft return to find ; 
His virtuous 2éts, thro’ diftant ages fpread, 
Shall live, when tombs are vanifh’d with their dead. - 

Yet*hold! perhaps in emblematic ftile —- * | 
Some artift plann’d this pyramidic pile !— 
As from its {preading bafe th’ afpiring cone, 
Tow’rds heav’n, high-rais’d, direéts the pointed ftone ; 
Thus Allen’s gen’rous deeds ftill glorious rife, 
Wide-fpread on earth—all pointing to the tkies, 
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A GENERAL INTRODUCTION, 


SHEWING, 
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